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PREFATORY NOTE. 



The poems in this collection were contributed by my uncle, 
the late Thomas Morrison, Dunfermline, to various periodicals, 
and, in response to many requests, are now publistied in one 
volume. Like his father, the late Bailie Thomas Morrison, of 
Chartist movement fame, he was a man of great intellectual 
powers and remarkable ability ; but, being of a very retiring 
disposition, he was not so widely known. 

These poems were written in the odd hours of a busy life, 
and are especially meant for those who knew and admired 
their author. 

Though almost entirely self-educated, he was 
reader, kindly and cultured, of quick fancy and 
memory ; and while intensely interested in his native Dunfenn- 
line, yet was hy no means parochial in his sympathies. 

Poetry to him was its own reward, the ready outcome of 
his varying moods, and a rich solace in the dark days when 
blindness came upon him. 

The members of his family and those wiio knew him inti- 
mately can still recall with pleasure the many times when he 
delighted them by reciting some of his best pieces. 

I need only add that this publication has been a pleasure 
to me, and, I trust, a lasting memorial to an uncle for whom 
I had always the greatest affection, and a very due recognition 
of the rare and natural gifts of its accomplished author. 

Thomas Mobkison. 
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P0EM5 AND SONGS. 

By THOMAS MORRISON. 



Darkness and Dawn, 



In a dream of the night, all dejected and lone, 

Not a friend nor a comforter near, 
I cried, " Where are those youth and manhood have known ? 
Have all passed to their rest nith the days that are gone, 

And left me in solitude here?" 

And I bitterly thought, must it now be ray doom 

All of pleasure life yields to forego; 
To weep o'er the past, while futurity's gloom, 
Makes me wistfully long for the rest of the tomb, 

To close my heart-th robbings of woe. 

When a voice seemed to whisper, "Why dost thon remain 

In the thraldom of grief and despair ? 
Hath life not yet taught thee thy longings are vain? 
That the haven thy care-troubled soul would attain 

Is not of this sphere — but elsewhere?" 

Is it now when thou knowest youth's sunshine hath fled, 

And thou feetest thy manhood decline; 
All aimless of purpose, by folly misled. 
Thou would'st seek the dim shore where no mortal may tread, 

And thy being wouid'st gladly resign ? 

Ah, fool ! thus to ponder with gloom all o'ercast — 

Thus to weep here alone and unseen ; 
To deem that thy grief shall life's tenure outlast- 
To brood o'er the long-vanished hopes of the past. 

And sigh what thou mlghtest have been. 

In the labyrinth of doubt, all o'ershadowed with fear, 

Like one from his path gone astray. 
Who sees 'midst the gloom a bright hope-beam appear. 
Yet, doubtful of welcome, approaches not near, 

So dost thou still wend on thy way. 
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But let not vain doubtings o'er-burden thy soul, 

Nor sadden life's short -chequered sjran. 
Fret not at its cares when beyond thy control, 
Nor deem in thy darkness the grave is the goal 
Which bounds the existence of man. 

With a sigh of relief I awoke from my dream, 

The darkness had fled from the sky ; 
With gladness I welcomed the light-giving beam— 
An emblem of Hope from a -PoWer all supreme, 
The Omniscient Ruler on High. 

And thus I bethought me, whate'er be my fate, 
Although cares with my years should increase, 

To meet them henceforward with courage elate; 

Should I fail in the conflict, more calmly await 
The hour when life's troubles shall cease. 



A Friend Indeed. 



Know ye the man whose hopefiil mind 
Can bear, with fortitude resigned, 

Life's sorrow and its care ; 
Who, when misfortune's clouds appear. 
Views not their dim approach with fear 

Nor yields him to despair? 

While others, with desponding eye, 
Shrink when the clouds bedim life's sky 

And fear their dark'ning train. 
He deems they soon shall cease to tour — 
That hope shall wake from sorrow's hour 

With gladd'ning smile again. 

Yet, taught by adverse fate, he knows 
When life's oft-changing current flows 

With tranquil wave serene. 
In mirthful hours, when care seems fled. 
Perchance the whetted shaft is sped 

Which galls and wounds unseen. 



by Google 



( 3 ) 

Oft marks he, with remembrance k;en, 
The homes where joy had erewhile heen. 

Now sad with care and gloom. 
Hearts pining 'neath misfortune's sway, 
Still longing for Hope's brighl'ning ray, 

Yet still with grief consume. 

For suffering worth, 'tis his to feel 
To wait not Pity's mute appeal, 

Or keen, imploring tone ; 
Ere yet she pleads with voice of woe 
He feels the generous impulse glow, 

And makes their cares his own. 

Reader, if thou such friend dost know 
(Ah ! rarely met with here below), 

Whate'er his race or creed. 
When life's sad moments wring thy brow 
With grateful, hopeful heart avow 

"Thou hast a friend indeed." 

And if thou should'st outlive the day 
When he from earth must pass away 

To scenes beyond the grave. 
Remembrance of departed worth 
Shall cloud those gleams of joy henceforth 

Which gild life's darkened wave- 



On the Death of Wallace. 



Amidst his foes the hero stood. 

By England's lord reviled and spurned. 

Ignobly bound, yet unsubdued, 

A captive, in whose breast still burned 

That which no despot can control — 

The flame which lights the {)atriot's soul. 
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With heroic heart oft had he led 
Our sires in danger's darkest hour ; 

Oft with them in the conflict bled 
While braving the usurper's power; 

Fought until freedom smiled to see 

A baffled foe, and Scotland free. 

But Fate, with purpose dark, decreed — 
And none her mandates can recall- 
That he who had his country freed 
By dint of many a daring deed 

By traitorous guile should fall — ^^ 
Should wear the fetters of the slave, 
And, martyr'd, be denied a grave. 

No tremor felt he, nor dismay, 
Though fetter'd with the galling chain. 

Stem flashed his eye, as on that day 

When the usurper's army lay 
Vanquished on Stirling plain — 

That day when Edward's minions fled, 

And Foriha's sluggish waves ran red 
With blood of English slain. 

Ah ! had it been while in the fight, 

Where first he broke the despot's sway, 
With victory dawning on his sight 
His soul from earth had wing'd its flight — 

Triumphant passed away. 
Then had he 'scaped the dungeon's gloom— 
The traitor's ignominious doom — 
In Scotland found a patriot's tomb, 
Had slept in kindred clay. 

His warfare with the despot done. 
In freedom's cause to fight no more; 

A nation mourned its noblest son. 

Deserted and betrayed by one 
Who friendship's semblance wore. 

From tower and hall, from peasant's shed. 

Ran forth a wailing for the dead ; 

Grief with her saddening pall o'erspread 
The land from shore to shore. 

Yet, as the sombre shades of night 

Dissolve before the welcome light 

While dawn approaches nigh; 
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As boding phantoms, mid night- born, 
Depart when wgke the beams of morn. 

And Hope re lights the eye — 
So from the dark-soul'd deed of shame 
Up sprung more bright the quenchless flame 

Which with us ne'er shall die. 

Yet oft with feelings fraught with woe, 

Brave Chief, we think of thee — 
Thy life-long struggle with the foe, 
The treachery of thine overthrow, 

Thy doom, thy desiiny. 
But none of all the heroic line. 
Who, niartyr'd, died at Freedom's shrine, 
Have left a nobler name than thine — 
Wallace of Elderslie. 



Who is a hero ? Is it he 

Who hath the victor's laurels won 
By daring deeds on land or sea, 

'Neath polar skies or torrid sun ? 
Or he who hastes when glory calls 

Its votaries to the field of fame ; 
Who, spurning danger, bravely falls. 

And leaves behind a deathless name? 

Yes, each with regal fame shall dwell, 

Their names encircled with renown ; 
Not less revered the one who fell 

Than he who gained the victor's crown. 
But only heroic-souled are they. 

And worthy of the world's applause. 
Who fight against the despot's sway, 

Aod bleed, or die, in Freedom's cause. 
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Yet scorn not those who shun the sttife, 

And, wearying, long that war should cease, 
Who deem the nobiest aim of life 

Is to advance the cause of peace ; 
Who would not at a monarch's word 

Array them in the garb of war, 
And, stern of puiposc, grasp the sword, 

The image of their God to mar. 

Who, while they hear the exultant cry 

Which welcomes the triumphant brave, 
Grieve for ihe slaughtered dead, who lie 

Haste-gathered in a nameless grave ; 
Who say, when shall the world behold 

That hallowed hour it yet shall see— 
The hour which Scotia's bard foretold, 

When man to man shall brothers be. 



The Maid of D«vonside. 



Tis where the thyme and harebell grow, 
' And shed their fiagrance o'er the plain, 
Where Devon's winding waters flow 

With murmuring cadence to the main. 
In summer's prime 'tis sweet to see 

The scene arrayed in flowery pride, 
While blossoms frae the hawthorn tree. 

Slow wavering, fa' on Devonside. 

But sweeter than the fairy scene — 

Mair dear than a' its charms to me — 
Was she with whom I strayed yestreen 

Unseen along its flower-clad lea. 
With waning light the orb of day 

Less brightly tinged the landscape wide, 
While slowly fell the twilight grey 

With dark'ning shades on Devonside. 
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No breath of wind the woodlands stirr'd, 

Mute sat the birds in bush and bower; 
No listener there our whispers heard, 

Nor marr'd the transport of the hour. 
While beats my heart that hour shall be 

Remembered still, whate'er betide, 
When first, fair maid, I shared with thee 

TTie joys of love on Devonside. 

Let fortune's tempting charms allure, 

And wake the worldlin's vain desire ; 
Let love of fame— an aim mair pure — 

The gifted and the brave inspire; 
But let me still in yonder dell, 

Near where the peaceful waters glide. 
Aft stray with thee and, whispering, tell 

The tale of love on Devenside. 



Suiuet in Autumn. 



Tis sweet to stray and ponder at the hour 
When Phcebus fades, yet slowly yields his power, 
When, with faint strength, his parting glance he throws 
O'er the mute scene, which seems lo court repose; 
And ere he bids the drowsy world adieu 
Tinges each cloud with purple-azure hue, 
While calm they float along the expanse on high, 
Or, poised in air, in slumbrous silence lie. 

Is there who can with heart unmoved survey 

The mystic glories of departing day, 

When the full orb, with ptacid look serene. 

Retiring slow, seems loath to quit the scene ; 

While the dark curtain of advancing night, 

Slow falling, veils the landscape from the sight? 

Less and leiis bright his faint expiring beams 

Tinge the green woods and shimmer o'er the streams. 

Yet rolls he on ere the far goal is won 

And shades more sombre tell his coursu is run; 

Then quits his throne, serenely sinks to sleep. 

Leaves sable night to shroud the land and deep. 
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Who can behold — beholding, not declare 
Invisible Omnipotence is there? — 
On such a scene with heedless eye can gaze, 
And not exclaim, "Mysterious are the ways 
Of Him who rules with limitless control. 
Whose spirit permeates and guides ihe whole ? " 



Progress and Peace. 

( Written during the Jtusso-Turiish War. ) 

In the tempest-swept sky there's a dark cloud reclining, 

Whose gloom seems obscuring the brightness of day ; 
There are those who behold it dejected, repining. 

And who mark its dark shadow with grief and dismay. 
So frowns the dread war-cloud, our island surroundmg, 

Whilst the signs of commotion and discord increase ; 
Vet above the rude din there's a sweet voice still sounding. 

And the theme of its descant is "Progress and Peace." 

Has the vain smile of glory, of reason, bereft us? 

Shall its empty allurements involve us in war ? 
Shall we credit the tale that no course now is left us 

But to fight for the Turk or submit to the Czar? 
Our shores are still free to ihe exile and stranger, 

From the grasp of the tyrant here safely they dwell; 
Should we league with the Moslem, or shield him from danger. 

Then freedom, in sorrow, might bid us farewell. 

From the throne of the Sultan his minions are flying, 

Those who shook at his anger need tremble no more ; 
Whilst those scattered remains on yon bleak shore now lying 

Attest that our efforts have failed to restore. 
Let him fall unlamented — his deeds have undone him : 

Effete and declining, reluctant to yiela : 
Shall Britain assist, then, when justice cries "Shun him?" 

Too long hath be reigned, but his doom is now sealed. 
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Still Trowns the dread war-cloud, our island surrounding, 

And we mark its dark shadow with grief and dismay ; 
And we hark with regret to the war-cry now sounding. 

But we trust its loud echo may soon pass away. 
Then deride not our motives, nor strive to dishonour 

The cause we uphold while our numbers increase, 
For Justice and Truth is inscribed on our banner, 

And our walchward shall ever be "Progress and Peace." 



Rosyth Cattle. 

C Written on reviiiting the dilapidated stronghold, an old ruin, 
on the northern shores of the Firth of Forth, voerlooking 
St. Margaret's Bay.) 



With Altering step again I stray 

On Forth's lone rocky shore; 
Again with saddened eye survey 

My haunts in days of yore. 
I come, when life is in the sere. 

To bid a long farewell 
To scenes which sunny youth held dear— 

Where memory loves to dwell. 

Yet while, as in a waking dream, 

On thy lone towers I gaze. 
The same, in all, to me they seem 

As in my boyhood days. 
Still, as of yore, the restless main 

Flows round thy rugged form, 
And still thy time-struck walls maintain 

Rude con&ict with the storm. 
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And still to thee, when frowns the sky, 

And hoarse the night winds rave, 
The mariner looks with wistfiil eye 

Athwart the foam-flaked wave. 
When dark o'erhead the storm-cloud lowers, 

Hope whispers safety lay 
Where falls the shadow of thy towers — 

Within St. Margaret's Bay. 

A relict of the past art thou. 

Type of an earlier day ; 
Time slowly wreathes around thee now 

The emblems of decay. 
Now mouldering lies the massive stone 

Which once thy ramparts crowned, 
While fragments of thy towers lie strewn 

In dusty heaps around. 

Yet while this grassy mound we tread, 

And muse on days gone by, 
The forms of those long with the dead 

Appear to fancy's eye. 
The halls, wherein soul-saddening gloom 

And voiceless silence reign, 
The looks they had of yore assume, 

And life seems there again. 

Thus fancy can thy form renew, 

Thy crumbling forms restore, 
The hazy folds of time glance through 

And crowd thy halls once more ; 
From the long-vanished past can bring 

The feudal chieftain brave. 
And hear his warder's bugle ring 

Defiance o'er the wave. 

Like some great oak — king of the wood- 
All gnarled and grim with age, 

Which hath for countless years withstood 
The tempest's wildest rage; 

So standest thou, in gloomy pride. 
In solitude sublime; 

Still frowning o'er the heaving tide 
Storm-cleft and sered with time. 

But slowly now, o'er land and deep. 
The dusky twilight falls; 
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The drowsy owl wakes from his sleep 

To flit around thy walls; 
The sea-bird seeks, on clanging wings 

Yon dim-seen island lone ; 
His dirge-like song the ocean sings 

With wailing, mournfiil tone. 

Alas ! his song falls like a knell 

Of sadness on my ear ; 
Of days, long past. It seems to tell — 

Of friends no longer here; 
Of all, who now have ceased to be. 

With whom I'll meet no more, 
Who shared youth's sunny hours with me, 

On Forth's lone rocky shore. 



■xj 



Full fifty decades with the past have been number'd, 

Since his hallow'd remains to the dust were consigned, 
While thus long in the tomb hath the hero-king slumber'd, 

Still he lives in the heart of a nation enshrined. 
His feme hath survived all the turmoil of ages. 

Those years which to voiceless oblivion have run, 
Nor shall wane, while our history's heart-stirring pages 

Record with what daring our freedom he won. 

It was then that our sires, 'gainst a despot contending, 

Saw their land made a desert, their bravest laid low ; 
Yet unflinching they fought, their rude homesteads defending— 

Gave not, nor sought quarter, or truce from the foe. 
But a darker hour came, when a catilf betrayed them. 

In the guise of a friend gave their leader to die ; 
Bereft of his guidance, no ally to aid them — 

Then Scotland, 'twas then, that thy downfeU seemed nigh. 
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As ihe exile who weeps, yet who tells not his sorrow, 

While he pines for the land of his childhood again ; 
As the castaway longs for the birth of the morrow. 

When adrift 'midst the gloom on the tempest-swept main, 
So wept they their country, laid waste by the stranger. 

So wistfully longed they 'twixt hope and despair ; 
But Justice, that sleeps not, called forth the avenger. 

The hour it had come, and the hero was there. 

Then Freedom once more saw a nation uprising. 

Oft baffled, still eager the strife Co renew ; 
The hordes and the claims of the despot despising, 

Inspired by a leader no foe could subdue. 
It was his, when the prowess of Scotland seemed waning. 

Her wrongs to avenge, and her fame to restore: 
To sheathe not his sword with a foeman remaining 

Within the wide bounds of her wave-circled shore. 

Long ages have fled now, yet still, when recalling 

The soul-stirring scenes of a dim vanished day, 
In fancy we see, while the proud tears are falling, 

Our forefathers follow where Bruce led the way. 
Ah I his were the deeds which we shall not let perish — 

Time hallows the fame of the undying brave — 
With the ardour of freemen his name we still cherish. 

Still sacred with us is the hero-king's grave. 

In our Abbey he slumbers ; and oft while obeying 

A quenchless emotion, deep musing we stray 
All alone from the city's loud tumult, surveying 

The pile wher^ in silence his ashes decay. 
Where rise yonder turrets, still grimly defying 

The shock of the tempest, the ravage of time ; 
In the tomb of his choice, beneath them is lying. 

One whose heroic deeds were not less than sublime 
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Leven's Shore. 



The waterfowl hath quit the lake, 

His lonely cry no more we hear ; 
The strains that issue from the brake 

Fall soft when stilly night draws near. 
Day fades, but soon pale Luna's ray 

Shall brightness to the scene restore, 
And light our footsteps whil'st we stray 

By Gairney's stream and Leven's shore. 

Here, oft when feUs the twilight hour, 

Our mutual transports we renew- 
Oft meet when night resumes her power, 

And darkness shrouds the skies from view 
Tis ours to meet again to-night 

Beneath the moon's unclouded beam, 
And stray wheie falls her trembhng light, 

By Leven's shore and Gairney's stream. 

How sweet the moonlight scene appears, 

The sleeping lake lies calm, serene ; 
The wild-flowers weep their dewy tears 

To other eyes than ours unseen. 
Those far apart chide time's delay ; 

How fast to us the moments seem 
To glide, on hastening wing away. 

By Leven's shore and Gairney's stream. 

Too soon the early morn awakes. 

The dawn now streaks the eastern sky ; 
The lark the dewy mead forsakes. 

And soaring chants his notes on high. 
And soon the glowing orb of day 

Shall tinge Benarty's summit hoar; 
When night hath chased his beams away. 

Again we'll stray by "Leven's shore," 
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On the Approach of Winter. 



Now Winter with his dark'ning train, 

Once more resumes his threat'ning sway ; 
The surly blast now marks again 

The advent of his cheerless day. 
While gazing o'er the dreary waste 

Foreboding prospects meet the view ; 
Where late the eye with gladness traced 

The landscape's soft and verdanl hue. 

But now how wither'd, bleak, and bare, 

No verdure springs the eye to cheer ; 
The drizzling mist now chills the air, 

While sadness marks the closing year. 
But late the sultry Summer beams 

Gives place to Autumn's ripening glow ; 
Now Winter's sun with fitfu! gleams 

Frowns o'er the deep'ning wreaths of snc 

How mule the vocal warblers now. 

With aimless 'flight en drooping wing; 
They flit from leafless bough to bough, 

And cheerless wait returning Spring. 
Where lale the sparkling dewdrops hung, 

And glisten'd in the morning ray. 
The icy snowflake now hath clung, 

And chills the feeble, saples? spray. 

But Spring with life-reviving showers 

Her faded treasurers will restore. 
Repair her winter-wasted bowers. 

And wake the songsters' notes once more 
And Summer shall in green array 

Bedeck the forest and the field, 
V/ith wild-flowers make the landscape gay, 

Bid Nature all her beauties yield. 

And Autumn will return again 

And waft her fragrance on the gale; 
Her ripening grain on field and plain 

The grateful heart with joy shall hail. 
Again the reapers shall be there. 

With lightsome song to cheer their toil. 
While garnering with anxious care 

The treasures of the fruitful soil. 
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The seasons as they circling run 

Proclaim the ever-varying year : 
The smiling Spring, the Summer's sun 

The Autumn mild, and Winter drear 
All in their turn obey the Power 

Of One whose ways are all unknown, 
To whom an age seems as an hour. 

Who reigns Omnipotent alone. 



To a Sky Lark in 5prine. 



Sweet bird of mom, thy notes prolong, 
Entranced I'll listen whilst thou singest, 

And muse what prompts thy gleesome song, 
As heavenward on thy flight thou wingest 

Thou, biythest of the vocal train. 

Does love or mirth inspire thy strain ? 

Or did'st thou note the iield and lea. 
Their emerald hues a^ain assuming, 

The stream, long ice-bound, once more free, 
The wild-flower on its margin blooming, 

The azure cloud, the brightening sky. 
And knew thy time of song was nigh ? 

Or heard 'st thou from the glade and grove 
(Still tringed with winter's fleecy treasure) 

The thrush and blackbird's notes of love. 
The wandering cuckoo's mystic measure. 

Did'st hear them greet the gladdening ray. 
Then longing sang thine own blythe lay? 

Or hast thou feh the genial glow 

Which Spring to all of Life has given, 

And quit the dewy sward below 
To carol forth thy joy in Heaven, 

There far aloft on ether borne 
To hail with song the awakening morn? 
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Tis when the daisy has its birth, 

What time the dusk and dawn are meeting. 
Thou spring'st from the green-mantled earth, 

Thy notes of melody repeating. 
Ascending still, still carolling clear 

A welcome to the opening year? 

But yet whilst thou dost soar and sing 
Thy matin song of love and gladness, 

The memories of Life's fleeting Spring 
Awake and thrill my soul with sadness, 

And while I list I whispering say 
" How fast Life's spring-time hastes away." 



The May Queen. 



No polished gem with beauty rare. 

Nor diamond sparkling clear, 
No glittering wreath shall bind thy hair 

While Nature's gifts are here. 
The gems we seek bestrew the fields 

And deck the woodlands green. 
With flowers the fairest summer yields 

We'll crown our maiden "Queen," 

From thorny brake we'll cull the rose. 

The wild-flower from the lea. 
The burnside where the violet grows 

Shall yield its sweets for thee. 
Retiring slow, departing Spring 

Still lingers o'er the scene, 
Her pale and drooping flowers we'll bring 

To garland our "May Queen," 
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Uncared for here the silken train 

Which sweeps through royal halls. 
Where music's soft enchanting strain 

In mellowing cadence falls. 
Blythe minstrels here on joyous wing 

Within the groves unseen 
Unbidden shall their anthem sing, 

And welcome our " May Queen." 

But yet amidst this scene of joy 

Where nought but love- appears, 
Sad fancies will the breast annoy. 

And dim the eye with tears. 
Far hence from thee may Care remain, 

Thine hours pass calm, serene, 
Untroubled — as when thou did'st reign 

Our youthful maiden " Queen." 



The Knight of Elderslie- 



Go ask of Freedom whom she deems the bravest of the brave, 
Who, fearless met a felon's doom ere he would live a slave. 
Who sought not fame, yet marty'rd, died that Scotland should 

be free, 
Exultingly she will exclaim " The Knight of Elderslie," 

Oft had he wept his country's fate, its ancient glory gone, 
A land where feud and discord dwelt, whence hope and peace 

had flown; 
The race whose sires swept from their shores the Roman and 

the Dane, 
Fought leaderless 'gainst Edward's hordes, and shed their 

blood in vain. 

Vet heroic as their fathers were, as brave of soul were they. 
As void of fear in danger's hour, as stubborn in the fray, 
With lessening numbers, worn with toil, unflinching did they 

stand. 
There hearts aglow with Freedom's flame and love of 

Fatherland. 
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Bat as the tide of time rolled on, more fierce the conSict grew. 
With deepening hate the despoi aimed fair Scotland to 

subdue. 
" Go, spare nut age nor sex," he cried ; " raze city, tower, and 

Henceforth their hated land shall be a fief of England's 
Crown." 

" Not long their rebel chief shall dare our legions to defy. 
Nor Scottish churb elated boast where England's bravest lie, 
To us the Gallic eagle stoops, Hibernia owns our sway. 
And he who rules the restless Scot our mandates must obey," 

Ah ! vain and futile' were his words : to none of earth is given 
The gift of prescience to tbrsee the fixed decrees of Heaven. 
Oft whilst the despot proudly vaunts exulting in his power, 
His haughty aims, his dark designs, are thwarted ere an hour. 

So was it then with England's lord, so shall it ever be 

With those who, dark of soul, would quench the " Light of 

Liberty," 
The while his fever'd fancy dreamed of spoils and triumphs won. 
His hordes were baffled and o'erthrown by Scotland's heroic 

Son. 

Ah I well and nobly did he stand in Scotland's hour of need. 
Her Freedom and her fame restored by many a daring deed. 
Still deep within each Scottish heart a raptured impulse glows, 
When spoken is the name of him who triumphed o'er our foes. 

Yet oft, brave Chief, we think of thee with feelings fVaugbt with 

woe. 
Oft as we ponder o'er thy fate griefs silent tributes flow; 
We seek not to restrain their course or check the sorrowing sigh — 
Heart-offerings due to one whose name the world shall ne'er 

let die. 

Deem not the hero's memory fades when life's career is o'er, 
Each spot of earth on which he fought is sacred ever more, 
While shame and infamy attend the dark-souled despofs name, 
He, who his myrmidons withstood, lives on the roll of fame. 

Ah I Wallace, centuries now have fled since that unhallow'd day 
When Edward's soulless serfs beheld thy life-stream ebb away. 
Yet none of all the brave have won a greener wreath thati thine, 
None with a nobler heart ere knelt or died at Freedom's 
shrine. 
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Then ask the world whom it esteems the bravest oT the brave, 
Who, fearless met a felon's doom ere be would live a slave. 
Who sought not fame, yet maityr'd, died that Scotland should 

be free, 
Hear Freedom all enrapt exclaim " The Knight of Elderslie." 



A R«tro«pect, 



Deep falls the gloom ; it is the hour 

When darkness reigns with boundless sway. 
The midnight bell peals from the tower 

A dirge for the departed day. 
Unseen, when falls the gloom of night, 

To yonder nameless grave I steal 
Like one who seeks to shun the light, 

Who would his anguished form conceal. 

And there in solitude alone 

Mute on the voiceless tomb I gaze, 
And with repentant tears atone 

My wayward steps in youthful days. 
Too late I knew that courses vain 

Led to the source whence sorrows flow, 
And gather ere their daikn'ing train 

Enshrouds our closing years with woe. 

Such fate is mine ; nor time nor change 

Can gild the gloom around me cast. 
Can sorrow from my breast estrange. 

Or dim remembrance of the past. 
The ceaseless whisper wakes remorse. 

The tear which aching grief betrays, 
While memory from her inmost source 

With sadness broods o'er by-gone days, 
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O'er scenes where oft in youth we met 

(Scenes where I dare not wander now) 
Ere hours still mourned with keen regret 

Had writ thy sorrows on thy brow. 
Still to my view thy form appears — 

Though fote hath willed we meet no more : 
Seen through the gathered haze of years 

Thou seemest all thou wert of yore. 

Ah ! had'st I then when youth was mine 

(Elate with hope, from sorrow free) 
Abjured, not haunted, folly's shrine, 

Nor turned with erring steps from thee, 
I had not now, when youth was flown, 

Have felt my breast with grief consume, 
Nor wept in solitude alone 

The tears of sorrow o'er thy tomb. 

But thou shall not unheeded lie. 

While memory doth her power retain 
Keen fancy's ever wakeful eye 

Shall oft-times trace thy form again. 
And gliding, weary and forlorn. 

To thy untimely grave I'll steal. 
Far from life's busy haunts I'll mourn, 

In solitude my griefs conceal. 



Tbe Bonnie Moor Hen. 

(Dedicated to the Heroes of the TivelfthJ. 



Let the soldier descant on the glories of war, 

On each battle and siege he hath seen ; 
Recount all his dangers, then point to each scar 

As a mark where the hero hath been. 
We delight not in war — we who follow afar 

The chase over moorland and glen, 
O'er the mountain's lone path, through the valley and strath. 

In search of the bonnie moor hen. 
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No laggards are we who recline by the stream 

And who wait the approach of the deer ; 
Hit the stag while he boundeth— no sportsman, we deem, 

Would in ambush lie hid ere he's near. 
We seek not the lake nor the furze-covered brake, 

Nor yet lounge by the damp marshy fen, 
Where the echoes reply to the curlew's wild cry, 

There we search for the bonnie moor hen. 

We seek the green hills, leave the city behind, 

And where solitude reigns traverse free ; 
Heave galling restraint with our cares to the wind — 

Let the mountains re-echo our glee ; 
And we seek the lone vale when the night-stars we hail 

And the mist shrouds the hills from our ken, 
While the gloom falls around we are cheer'd by the sound— 

The whirr of the bonnie moor hen. 
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A Visit from a Jingo. 

(To the Editor oj the "Dunfermline Press." J 



'Twas when the sun's last ray had fled. 

Day's irksome labours o'er, 
Your paper read, I slipp'd to bed, 

Tired nature to restore. 
When lo ! I thought before me stood 

A hope-forsaken wight ; 
Half-dazed, like one lost in a wood. 

Or stunn'd by dynamite. 

His form seemed cast in manly mould. 

His features— manly too, 
Yet here and there they did unfold 

A slight Vermillion hue. 
But whether caused with nightly cheer 

While tarrying at the wine, 
Or flushed with foaming draughts of beer. 

No business 'twas of mine. 
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Quoth I to my unwelcome gnest, 

" Why com'st thou here to weep, 
Why dost thou thus disturb ray rest 

And scare me from my sleep ? 
Can'st thou not find a willing ear 

To list thy tale of sorrow ? 
Remember he who resteth here 

Must rise and toil to-morrow." 

" Be calm, my friend," the phantom said, 
"Thy surly speech forbear; 

Still on thy pillow lean thy heari, 

Its proper place is there. 
Let fall the curtains of thine eyes, 

But keep thine ears unsealed, 
And list whilst I apostrophise 

The shade of Beaconsfield." 

"Ah, friend! no peace my bosom knows, 

My life no hope-beam cheers ; 
Each passing hour augments my foes, 

Each adds unto my fears." 
" But thou will list my plaint," he said, 

In tones subdued with grief. 
Then knelt, and thus invoked the shade 

Of bis departed Chief. 

"Shade of the illustrious dead look down 

On this degenerate land, 
See what a race of serfs have grown 

Since thou did'st hold command. 
This land, unto whose millions thou 

Brought'st honour, peace, and fame. 
Hath fallen, and is a by-word now 

Of cowardice and shame. 

"Time was, we proudly could declare 

Britannia ruled the waves; 
As proudly boast that Britons ne'er 

Should tamely live as slaves. 
But now her trident's broke in twain 

Our vaunted freedom's gone; 
A set of fools the nation rules, 

While treason saps the throne, 

" Illustrious shade ! whom have we got 
To guide our stubborn crew ? 
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No choice, save Churchill and Northcote 

(The Marquis, he won't do.) 
Northcote of courage is bereft, 

Lord Randy I contemn. 
Alas 1 we have no leader ieft 

To beard the G.O.M." 

My dream was o'er, 1 beard no more, 

But yawning I awoke, 
When tap, tap, tap — a smartish rap — 

I knew your newsboy's knock. 
With eager haste I scann'd the "Z'ress," 

Where, well pleased, there I saw 
What caused the Jingo's sore distress — 

The Franchise Bill was law. 



A Winter's Cbeep frae the Muir. 

fTo tie Editor of Ike " People's Journal.") 



To tak' the road I ne'er was laith. 

And far and near I've travell'd ; 
In youth I've seen frae Hill o' Beath 

Loch Fitty burn unravell'd ; 
Through a' the canty shire o' Fife 

I've trudg'd baith late and early, 
Vet ne'er in a' my wandering life 

Felt Boreas bite sae sairly. 

I've seen at limes when snaws lay deep 

And winter winds blew keenly. 
Close to the ingle I wad creep. 

Look on the storm serenely ; 
But noo, Jack Frost dings peat and coal. 

And seeks through lime and stane, sir, 
The cuttin' wind, through chink and bole, 

Comes nirlin' skin and bane, sir. 
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And when I look across the muir, 

Cauld Winter's ravage viewing, 
I see a dreary prospect there 

Which tells of corain' ruin. 
I see nae trace o' lamb or yowe, 

1 see puir Bauldy tryin' 
Through snaw, knee-deep, to reach the knowe 

Whaur they half-starved are lyin'. 

I, doot, sir, when the time comes roon' 

To square up rent and taxes, 
The Laird, instead o' cash laid doon, 

Maun be content wi' braxies. 
My sheep were weel worth pounds a piece 

When 'mang the heather skippin' ; 
There lean as tykes noo, while their fleece 

Wad dear be o' the clippin'. 

Auld Tib stands routin' in her sta', 

It grieves me sair to see her; 
There's little pith in hard pea-straw, 

An' I've nocht else to gie her. 
Auld Jock sits sleepin' on his bauk, 

And ne'er attempts the crawin' 
Save when he mat's a slight mistak' — 

Tak's munelicht for the dawin'. 

Yestreen a corbie frae the wuds 

(I saw the rascal dimly) 
Sat croakin' 'mang the peatreek cluds 

Thick curlin' frae my chimly. 
This mornin' when I rubb'd my een 

And frae my closet keekit, 
I saw what had a corbie been 

Lay on the hearth dead-smeekit. 

Oh Winter ! wi' yer frosty breath, 

What antic (richts ye mak' us ; 
Within the glass I see my wraith, 

Wi' visage blue as Bacchus. 
I see that weel-hain'd plaid of Meg's 

Tranform'd into a fecket, 
While wi' the hose meant for my legs 

My halTets are proteckit. 

Sae here I sit, a luckless bard, ' 
Stiff as an aim post, sir. 
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Cauld as an icicle, an' hard. 

Half petrifeed wi' frost, sir. 
Lane as a hermit in his cell, 

Oi peasweep 'mang the heather. 
Whan will some Yankee sage foretell 

A change to guid fresh weather? 



A MatrimphUI Bpisod*. 



My lady with the dawn arose, 
Came to my chamber of repose 

And looked on me askance. 
I fancied, from her frenzied eye, 
A matrimonial duel was nigh. 
Such ns my lady loves to try 

Whene'er she has the chance. 

Like him of old who came and saw 

And quickly overcame, 
My spouse would have her word, a l^w, 
With looks of mingled scorn and awe 

Her wayward lord would tauie. 
Ah ! oft-times have I trembling stood 
Bewildered, silent, and subdued, 
While she in her imperious mood 

Was aping Ceesar's game- 
But on that mom my lady found 

Her visit worse than vain ; 
With hasty footstep, light of sound. 
She came with galling words to wound 

One weli-nigh mad with pain. 
More kind 'twould been that pain to soothe, 
My pillow with soft touch to smoothe. 
When all night from a raging tooth 

In torment I had lain. 
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The window-curtain she upraised, 
And on my pain-flushed visage gazed. 

Then quickly she explained — 
"What, hast thou quaffed the cup again 
Which wildly fires, then clouds the brain 
What liquor doth this flask contain ? 

Fool ! art thou not ashamed ?" 
Quoth I, " Tis said that womankind 
To jealous fancies are inclined, 
Just try the flask and thou will find 

Its contents rather hot." 
I saw her quietly taste the stuff, 

I heard a sputter and a puff, 
For once my lady had enough, 

Twas Laudanum and Creosote. 
But years since then have passed away, 

Still we jog on together ; 
Our life is like a squally day 

With glimpses of fair weather. 
Yet oft-times when my grinder gnaws, 
She gibing says " You have no cause 
To whine and groan without a pause, 

And rave like one dementit," 
But when too much of tongue prevails 
I know a cure which never fails 
To take the wind out of her sails 

And make her soon repent it, 
A cure for which she does not care, 
A sting she will not, cannot bear. 
Which makes her quickly haste elsewhere 
■ To vent her idle titter, 
I bid her try the flask once more. 
And do what she once did before ; 
She starts and slams my chamber door 

As if a snake had bit her. 
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Midnlebt Musing's : A Reverie. 

Oft at the witching hour of night 

When all the household sleeping lie, 
My thoughts at memory's call take flight 

On silent wing to days gone by. 
I ponder o'er those early days 

When hope was high and life was young, 
Ere I had trod in devious ways. 

Or sorrow had my bosom wrung. 

But ah ! how changed the world appears 

When I with thoughtful mind contrast 
The present, full of doubts and fears. 

With all the hopes which cheered the past. 
I deemed not then as time sped on 

How soon our brightest hopes decay. 
Nor thought I, until youth had flown, 

How fast life's morning hastes away. 

But when the glow of youth has fled. 

And we our destined course pursue. 
How changed seemed all the paths we tread 

From those which in the past we knew. 
No threatening clouds then dim life's sky. 

Nor cast their shadows on our way. 
Nor care nor irksome doubt comes nigh 

To mar youth's transient gleesome day. 

But with advancing years, alas ! 

We meet with less of joy than care ; 
As onward to the goal we pass, 

We find more thoms than flowers are there. 
We find that varying good and ill. 

That joy and griefs that peace and strife. 
All meet and mingle to fulfil 

The ever-changing round of life. 

Blest are they who with tranquil mind 

Can calmly view this bustling scene, 
Can shun its wide extremes and find 

The peaceful paths which lie between. 
Who walk aright and wisely know 

When time has closed their brief career, 
A recompense for cares below 

Awaits them in a brighter sphere. 
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Thus oft in thoughtful mood I muse. 

And cgmmune with myself alone ; 
A solitary, sad recluse, 

Who in retirement lives unknown. 
Who oft when midnight's sab!e pall 

Hath wrapped the world in gloom once more, 
With wakeful memory doth recall 

The joys which cheered his paths of yore. 

But hark, amidst the gloom I hear 

The morning herald has begun. 
To warn the hour of toil is near. 

That time his nightly course has run. 
How fast to those from sorrow free : 

But ah ! the moments linger slow 
To those who suffer and forsee 

The future dim and dark with woe. 



Od tbe Approach of Spring. 



Long hath Winter's fleecy treasures" 

Wreathed the forest, field, and plain ; 
More of sorrow tlian of pleasure 

Felt we 'neath his lengthened reign. 
But the clouds once more are clearing, 

Transient sunbeams gild the sky ; 
Harbingers of Spring appearing 

Tell that brighter hours are nigh. 

No more now with looks of sadness 

Gaze we o'er the cheerless scene ; 
Nature wakes from gloom to gladness. 

And assumes her robes of green. 
See the stream now seaward flowing, 

Free from icy Winter's sway. 
Wild-flowers on its margin blowing 

Smile 'neath Spring's reviving ray] 
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And behold on field and meadow. 

Where but late the blast blew keen, 
Zig-zag there on wing unsteady. 

Fluttering flies the insect queen. 
From her wioter-lrance awaking 

To enjoy her short-lived hour. 
Glad the chinky wall forsaking, 

Light she flits from flower to flower. 

Sweet the glade and grove are ringing 

With the early songster's strain ; 
Frorp the shore the wild-fowl winging 

Seek the moorland lakes again. 
Loud and hoarse the rooks are crying. 

Building, clamouring in the Glen ; 
To the fields the red-breast flying, 

Shuns once more the haunts of men. 

Spring with eager step advances 

All her treasures to renew ; 
Smiles she — then the sunbeam glances, 

Weeps she —then descends the dew. 
O'er the verdant landscape keeping 

Watch ere April's latest day ; 
Then retiring, smiling, weeping. 

Leaves the task to Maiden May. 



Scotland'^ Mountains Free. 



Let minstrels sing of lordly hall. 

Or lady's greenwood bower, 
Of knights long held in capture thrall 

By strange enchantment's power. 
A nobler theme my fancy craves, 

A theme more dear to me : 
I sing, the hills where heather waves — 

Old Scotland's Mountains Free. 
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The roe starts from his heathery bed 

To hail the morning beam, 
And hies with graceful bounding tread 

To sheltering dale or stream. 
The birds their mellow-notes prolonn. 

The woods resound with glee, 
The glens re-echoing back the song. 

Wake Scotland's Mountains Free. 

Here smiling peace contentment yields, 

While Freedom guards our shore ; 
No slave ere trod those hallowed fields 

Where bled our sires of yore. 
Deep cherished till time's latest hour 

The deathless names shall be, 
Of those who baffled England's power 

On Scotland's Mountains Free. 

While Freemen spurn the galling chain, 

While life can yield a charm, 
While honour doth the power restrain 

To guide a freeman's arm, 
So long, my loved, my native isle, 

Thy sons shall chng to thee, 
And wreathe with greener bays the while 

Old Scotland's Mountains Free. 



On the Death of the Princess Alice. 



With a mother's love still keeping 
Watch, unwearied day by day. 

Heart-rung tears in silence weeping, 
Over where thine infant lay. 

Hoping against hope — yet fearing 
That thine efforts were in vain ; 

Saw the dreaded hour was nearing, 
Strove thine anguish to restrain. 
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To the Power Supreme appealing — 

Asking that he would bestow 
Solace to thy breast, thea feeling 

Nature's keenest touch of woe. 

Martyr to thine own affection, 
While from sorrow thou art free, 

Tears, which mark our deep dejection. 
Griefs sad emblems flow for thee. 

Purest type of love maternal. 

Death's pale shroud enwraps thee now 
From life's cares to scenes supernal, 

None more loved have passed than thou. 



s^^^^Ji^^i 



Dunfermline Abbey and Palace Kulns. 



We stocd beside thy ruins grey. 

Thine old time-honoured walls. 
Recalled those vanished pageants gay 

Which oft bad ihronged thy halls ; 
And then our thoughts with sadness dwelt 

On days long past and gone- 
Old times, when monk and pilgrim knelt 

Beside thine altar-stone. 

Grey with the dust of ages past — 

Lone, crumbling, dost thou stand. 
Resisting Winter's wildest blast 

And Time's unsparing hand. 
Each quaint memorial — scroll effaced — 

To ruin slow declines. 
And withered are the hands which traced 

These dim and mouldering lines. 
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While he who, with conception rare, 

Thy regal form designed, 
And marked, while rose thy towers in air, 

That grace and strength combined ; 
He lived in times of feudal rage, 

Of civil discord keen. 
And passed from earth and history's page, 

As if he ne'er had been. 

Long hath he slept — his name forgot — 

In dim oblivion's shade ; 
No rude memento marks the spot 

Where his remains are laid. 
Belike, when he had reached Life's goal. 

Some ancient monk would Ciave 
Repose for his departed soul, 

And consecrate his grave. 

Though Time his shroud halh o'er thee thrown. 

And grim thy form appears, 
And, thickening, in thy halls lie strewn 

The waste of centuried years ; 
Though wrecked by fiery Edward's power. 

With fierce destroying zeal, 
The fragments left of arch and tower 

Doth former strength reveal. 

Fair stood'st thou ere the despot came 

At Rapine's ruthless call, 
And, Goth'like, gave thee to the Hame, 

Exullmg in thy fall. 
Ah ! oft from Time's dim records we 

Recall that deed of shame. 
With saddened eye oft gaze on thee, 

And execrate his name. 

Let pomp's gay throng, with pride elate. 

Thy crumbling lowers survey ; 
Behold a warning of their fate. 

Writ there by mute decay. 
The flowering weed, with mock display, 

Flaunts o'er the sculptured stone ; 
While ruin, with usurping sway, 

Now claims ihee for his own. 

Awe-struck we stray amidst the gloom. 
No kindred voice we hear, 



n,g,i,..a by Google 



( 33 ) 

The silence of the lifeless tomb 

Reins in thy chambers drear. 
Defaced by war, by time, and storm.. 

Grim-frowning, gaunt, and lone, 
How changed since when thy regal form 

In undiramed splendour shone! 

We turn and gaze, deep pondering still, 

On yonder turrets high. 
Proud triumphs they of modern skill. 

Thine of an age gone by. 
But other eyes shall yet behold 

These towers we deem sublime. 
By ruin's wasting fingers scrolled. 

And, crumbling, grey with time. 

Time was when Scotland's banner flung 

Its folds across thy wall. 
When here our heroic sires oft-sprung 
, At Freedom's sacted call. 
Ah ! oft have they in conflict wild, 

Undaunted, void of fear. 
Fought ere the invading foe recoiled 

And shunned the Scottish spear. 

And oft here would assemble then 

The gay and festive throng, 
And scare the echoes of the Glen 

With midnight mirth and song. 
But all are gone, we whispering sigh — 

The gay, the proud, the brave. 
Who thronged thy halls of yore, now lie 

Oblivious in the grave. 

Dismantled now stands Canmore's tower 

In ruin's garb of green. 
Time, long since, hath eff'aced each bower 

Once graced by Scotland's Queen. 
While in these vaulted cloisters dim — 

Fit haunts for lone despair — 
Like mockery of the monkish hymn. 

The owl now moaneth there. 

There oft the sad recluse might weep 

With sullen gloom o'ercast ; 
Recall, with wasting anguish deep. 

His errors of the past. 
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And oft he might unseen repair, 

When twilijjht's curtain fellt 
To breathe the penitential prayer 

Beside Saint Margaret's Well. 

It was within thine honoured shade. 

While friendless and alone, 
That she, proud England's exiled maid, 

Found shelter and a throne. 
For us 'twas an auspicious hour — 

Yet dark to her 'twould seem- 
When she, an outcast, sought the tower 

Beside the crooked stream. 

Though lone and sad, and void of cheer, 

Thy splendour gone for aye, 
Yet monarchs have in state dwelt here 

In times long passed away. 
The foot-sore pilgrim sought thy shrine, 

Here sages conn'd their lore ; 
There minstrels sang the martial line 

Which thrilled our sires of yore. 

Ah ! oft on thy wrecked form we gaze. 

And mourn thy sad decline ; 
Recall those dim, long-vanished days, 

When grace and strength were thine. 
Then were thy halls the hero's home — 

The records of whose fame 
Will shed, through ages yet to come, 

A halo round thy name. 

And oft, while here alone we Stray, 

And pondering gaze around, 
A voice within us seems lo say — 

'■ Tread soft, 'tis sacred ground. 
The hero King, the brave, the wise. 

Who spurned an alien's sway. 
And freed his country, mouldering lies 

Whhin this Abbey grey." 
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On Viewing the Statue of Burns. 

We stand beside the sculptured stone, 

Survey with meditative eye 
The fomi and lineaments of one 

Whose name the world shall ne'er let die. 

No scion of a noble line. 

Whom birth exalts to rank and power ; 
A prouder heritage was thine, 

An inborn nobleness thy dower. 

Reared 'mongst the nameless sons of toil, 
Thy birth-hour to the world unknown ; 

Constrained to till the stubborn soil 
Ere yet thy boyhood years had flown. 

Yet, with thy birth, to thee was given 
A charm beyond the world's control — 

The germ of song — a gift from heaven. 
Which, 'midst thy hardships, soothed thy soul. 

And while thy youthful arm did guide 
Thy team throughout the toilsome day. 

The Muse, with whisperings sweet, would chide 
And chase each saddening thought away. 

These were life's drearest hours, when thou 
The labours of the field did share ; 

Though toil-wrung drops might soil thy brow, 
Thy heart— the flush of joy was there. 

The world, with all its cares, foi^ot,. 

Elated with the Muse's flame ; 
Thy proudest claim— thou wast a Scot, 

Thy dearest wish — thy country's fame, 

'Twas thine to grasp the Scottish lyre, 
Which, silent, long unstrung had lain ; 

With pathos deep, with wit, or fire. 
Revive the long-mute Doric strain. 

Heart-stirring Bard ! unequali'd still. 
Oft have we owned thy magic sway 

Oft felt our varied passions thrill, 
Each caprice of thy Muse obey. 
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Thou had'st a witchery all thine own ; 

Thy lyre, with ever-varying flow. 
Could chann with mirth-provoking tone, 

Or wake the saddest notes of woe. 

Alas, too soon thy course was run ; 

Thy noble spirit passed away, 
Eclipsed with sorrow, while life's sun 

Was br^hteiiing to meridian day. 

Long 'shrined amongst th' illustrious dead 
(Best loved of all the gifted throng), 

The Bard, nursed in the peasant's shed, 
Still charms the world with deathless song. 

Long shall wc mourn thine early doom, 
Recall with grief Fate's sad decree ; 

Let fall heart-offerings o'er thy tomb, 
Mute tributes of our love for thee. 

Afar or near, throughout each clime, 
Thy worth and song thy name endears ; 

Twill flourish 'midst the haze of time, 
And brighten with revolving years, 



(Inscribed to Andrew Carnegie, Esq., of Neiv York a 
Dunfermline. J 



When one who feels the glowing impulse dear, 

Unsought the while relieves another's woes; 
Yet firmly chides when starts the grateful tear, 

And thinks not of the boon his generous heart bestows. 

So gavest thou with graceful action free, 

Nor deemed thou did'st more than thou should'st have doue ; 
Words fail to tell our gratitude to thee, 

The generous donor, and Dunfermline's Son. 
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Not ours to frame the panegyric line, 
Where feigned esteem the venal soul betrays ; 

Not ours to kneel at wealth's alluring shrine, 
Thy deeds alone evoke our meed of praise. 

While stand those towers, which grace thy birthplace here. 
So long our records shall thy worth proclaim ; 

While grateful hearts will cherish and revere 
The noble gifts which bear thine honoured name. 



Wi)^ 



The Lighthouse. 



The winds have shook thy turrets lone. 

The spray swept o'er thy summit high. 
Yet quenched they not the light which shone 

And cheered the grateful seamen's eye. 
Uprising from the rocky steep, 

With signal gleaming o'er the waves 
A ray of hope, which lights the deep, 

A tower whose beacon shines to save. 

'Tis when the dark and threatening cloud 

Drifts wildly in the lowering sky. 
And night hath veiled with sable shroud 

The treacherous shoals where dangers lie, 
The while the skies above him lower, 

And roimd his bark the night winds rave, 
More brightly from thy sea-girt tower 

Streams forth the light which shines to save. 

Or when the vivid lightning darts 

With fitful flash athwart the main, 
Thy ray, the glow of hope, imparts 

And nerves his toilworn arm again. 
He deems, perchance, the quivering gleam 

Doth mark a hapless shipmate's grave; 
Then hails thy hope-inspiring beam. 

He knows thy signal shines to save. 
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And when the winds their strife have ceaied, 

And night and gloom have passed away ; 
When young Aurora gilds the East 

With fiiinl, yet ever- brightening ray, 
Then he who hath survived the storm 

With grateful heart oft will he crave— - 
"May peace be theirs who reared thy form, 

Whence sprung the light which shone to save." 

So may the Great, th' Omniscient Power, 

Who rules the ocean, earth, and sky ; 
When sorrow's clouds around us lower 

Or dim, deluding doubt draws ntgl>, 
Illume with hope our tear-dimmed eye, 

■ And guide us o'er life's chequered wave. 
Past hidden shoals, where dangers lie, 

From wreck, where He alone cai». save. 



Home Rule Notions. 

(To the Editor of the "DunJermHne Press." J 

Dear Sir, — 

You may think otherwise, but to me it seems plain 

That our Statesmen are smic wiih Home Rule on the brain ; 

There are Gladstone and Salisbury, Chamberlain too, 

All longing to share in this nice Irish stew. 

But when I consider the subject, I see 

A wide gap existing betwixt all the three; 

While Gladstone brings forward a scheme of his own 

The other two waver, and seem to have none. 

I have thought o'er the subject, sir, deeply and long. 
And just now I must say I think Gladstone's gone wrong ; 
While I'd give them quite freely of Home Rule their fill, 
My veto I'd put on the Land Purchase Bill. 
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For why should these magnates, these lords of the schI, 

Skeddadle from Pat when they live by his toil. 

Where ha ploughs, sows, and reaps, that they, lords, should remain ; 

Let them dwell there, and give him his share of the gain. 

But, sir, in these limes I go further than that, 
And just now I would make a sure bargain with Pat ; 
I would say that whenever Home Rule becomes law 
Each Celt should repair to Sweet Erin go-bragh. 

I would bid them all hie to their dear native isle. 
Bid our tars man our fleet and cruise round it a while ; 
In a fortnight or so I would bid them heave to, 
Cast anchor near Belfast, and see what's a-do. 

They would find then, I fear, what their " inimies " hope. 
Not an Orangeman left to cry "Hell with the Pope!" 
Nor a Papist remaining, as southward they go, 
With strength left to kiss holy Father's big toe. 

They would find, I've no doubt, as they traversed the bogs 
Lots of splintered shillaleghs and half-famished hogs; 
Ample proof would be found that the Barneys and Pats 
Had conArmed the tale of the Kilkenny Cats. 

They might still find the Shamrock flourishing green, 
Where the hamlet and once tidy cabin had been ; 
But the jests and the songs which were heard there of yore 
Will be mute as the harp of Pat's minstrel, Tom Moore. 

Then no more will the maidens of green Innisfail 
Their lovers' Autumnal departure bewail, 
As each hies to the shore with his hook in his hand 
To gather bright goold in the Sassenach's land. 

And no more will they smile, when as proud as a lord 
Each hero returns with his purse amply stored, 
When frisky with Scottish or English poteen 
They embrace sprightly Biddy or charming Kathleen. 

Ah Die ! I remember how fondly and oft 
In my juvenile days, when quite verdant and ^oft, 
I worshipped each thread of an auburn curl 
Which glanced on the brow of a bright Irish girl. 

Then inspired by Dan Cupid, my love I disclosed. 
But no sooner I had to the syren proposed 
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Than she gave tne an answer both flippant and cruel, 
" Och, Sawney, be off wid you, Pat is my jewel," 

'Tis a sad reminiscence, on which I won't dwell, 
But that night I bade Erin a lasting farewell ; 
Left my rival behind me to dig in a bog. 
And list to my lost love's enamouring brogue. 

But soon will Pat sit on his threshold alone. 
And hear Kitty cry from her cabin, "Ochone! 
Bedad your ould mother gave birth Co a fool. 
What a spalpeen ye wor to believe in Home Rule." 

Finale. 
I grant that my rhymings are crude and grotesque. 
My metaphors weak, and more so my burlesque. 
My wit out of place, like a hail blast in June, 
And its meaning a myth like the Man-i'- the -moon. 

Yet although I am neither a poet nor sage, 
I have got an idea ahead of the age, 
And I say that concord in these islands won't be 
Until a Republic unite all the three. 

Then the hatred which sprung from oppression shall cease, 
And Erin dwell with us in union and peace ; 
And the Rose with the Thistle and Shamrock entwine. 
And each nation forget the dire feuds of langsyne. 



•^^^IS^ 



The Wallace Thorn in Dunfermline Churchyard. 



It stands within an old churchyard. 

Beside an old church tower, 
Where thousands sleeping 'neath the sward, 

Await Time's final hour. 
'Twas said on earth long since by one 

To Fame and Freedom dear, 
A sacred tribute from a son 

To mark a mother's bier. 
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But since its fragile roots first spread 

Their fibres in the clay. 
Long changeful centuries have fled 

On silent wing away. 
But still it buds and blossoms here. 

And tells where long ago 
A hero shed the filial tear 

On her who rests below. 

Ah ! oft we gaze with thoughtful eye 

Upon this grassy mound; 
Oft scan yon airy turrets high, 

With scroll and symbol crowned. 
Their rests beneath them one wh<Me nanie 

Is known throughout each clime. 
Whose memory fades not nor whose fame 

Dims with the lapse of time. 

But still more patriot-souled was he. 

In battle not less brave. 
Who, sorrowing set this hawthorn tree 

Here on this nameless grave. 
The feats achieved by Wallace wight 

Our records proudly tell ; 
He fought and bled for Scotland's right, 

He triumphed and he fell 

But now, when o'er his dust long years 

Of centuries dim have rolled, 
Than his no nobler name appears 

On Fame's bright banner scrolled. 
Ah, Wallace ! thai sad scene of woe, 

Those closing hours of ihine 
Still cheque the exulting tears which flow 

At Bruce's sacred shrine. 
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Lines on the Death of "Sir Charles Mac£re£or." 

( Ihe Scobell of India,) 



He came to the home of his kindred a stranger, 

From the place of his birth in a land far away, 
After years of lone travel, of turmoil, and danger. 

And knelt on the turf where his forefathers lay. 
Ah \ ofl had he heard, with a thiili of emotion. 

Of ihe deeds they had done in the days that are gone — 
Oft in fancy beheld, when afar o'er the ocean. 

The land the Macgregors still claim as their own. 

He came and he knelt where his fathers were sleeping. 

Unheeding the tread of their friends or their foes; 
And he said, "In this spot where the dark yews are weeping 

When life's sands are run let my ashes repose." 
He is gone ! but his name shall live long in each dwelling. 

In each hall and each hut of our sea>girdled isle ; 
Long the young will exult while the aged are telling 

The deeds of the Hero who sleeps in Glengyle. 



Musings on the Shore. 



Tis sweet to stray on the lone seashore 

When the summer breezes sigh, 
And the liquid deep is chequered o'er 

With the beams of the summer sky. 
Or muse while o'er its tranquil breast, 

Eve's lingering shadows play, 
While Phoebus in the cloudless west 

Slow waning fades away. 
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Nor unmixed with delight is the sound of the gale 

When it wakens exulting and free, 
And murmuring hoarse takes it unseen course 

Afar o'er the boundless sea. 
And where the chequering sunbeam shone 

The foam-flaked waves roll high; 
While the sea bird joins in the tempest's moan 

With his wild and warning cry. 

But when the shades of twilight dim, 

Slow darkening fall around, 
And the waves resume their dii^e-like hymn 

With a sullen, saddening sound, 
Emotions, deeply fraught with woe — 

Memories of by-gone years — 
Unhidden to the heart then flow, 

And wake the sorrowing tear§. 

Then list we— while the teardrops fall — 

The ocean's sad refrain ; 
And from the hazy past recall 

Long vanished scenes again ; 
Recall the forms oF those we knew 

Who lie in lasting sleep. 
To whom we long since bade adieu 

Beside the murmuring deep. 

How keen the pangs which wring the heart 

Where warm affections dwell. 
When Fate decrees that friends must part, 

And breathe the word, Farewell. 
The voice betrays the grief we feel 

In faltering accents low; 
The tears which dim the eyes reveal 

The aching throbs of woe. 

But the landscape fadeth from the sight. 

Thick falls the 'wildering haze. 
But the arch of heaven is sparkling bright 

With myriad twinkling rays ; 
While the moon looks through the drifting cloud 

With cold and cheerless beams. 
And throws on the deep, through her hazy shroud 

Her short and fitful gleams. 

Enrapt with thoughtful eye we gaze 
On ocean, earth, and sky; 
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Muse on the wondrous works and ways 

Of Him who reigns on high. 
These sparkling orbs we now survey — 

The silent midnight qaeen ; 
The earth, the ocean, all obey 

The will of a Power unseen. 

But the sombre shades will soon depart. 

On night's dark chariot borne, 
And from his azure couch upstart 

The herald of the morn. 
And with thoughtful steps we homeward wend 

To the haunts of life once more ; 
Resolve oft from our cares to spend 

An hour by the lone seashore. 



°^€f^^' 



A November Reverie, 



Twilight's dusky shades descending 

Dimmed pale Autumn's languid beam ; 
Fitful gusts, the forest rending. 

Shook the brown leaves in the stream. 
Rushing wildly— yet how sweetly, 

Erewhile flowed thy waters clear ; 
Time his course hath circled fJeetly, 

Are the storms of Winter near? 

Thus I mused while lately straying. 

Hope-forsaken — pressed wJth care ; 
Olt wiih teat-dimmed eye surveying 

Wind-swept grove and landscape bare. 
Bare and leafless— thus I pondered — 

Like their fate is to mine own ; 
Life, thy dearest ties are sundered. 

Those I loved most from me gone. 
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Flowed the tears, my grief revealing 

?:!niblems of regret sincere ; 
These, when in life's crowd corkcealing, 

" Flow," I died, " none gazeih here. 
None are here whose eyes can borrow 

Friendship's sympathetic glow; 
Heave the sigh of seeming sorrow, 

Feignings which augment my woe." 

Twilight fled— the night's shades falling 

Hid the bleak scene from my view; 
Strayed I on my path, recalling 

Those my youih and manhood knew : 
Those, whom time can ne'er restore me, 

Left life's circle one by one ; 
Sought the silent shore before me. 

Dwellers now in realms unknown. 

Still more sad 1 gazed around me. 

Faltering whispered 'midst the gloom — 
Is it thus that age hath found me, 

Friendless, longing for the tomb ? 
"Where are all," 1 cried with sadness, 

" Who were wont my griefs to share. 
Shared with me youth's hours of gladness. 

Lone, the echo answered Where ? " 

Time, I mused, while thou dost measure 

Life's brief tenure day by day ; 
Transient are the gleams of pleasure 

Which illume its darkened way. 
Hoping, fearing, hastening ever 

Onward to Oblivion's main, 
From whose voiceless waters never 

Aught of life is heard again. 

'Midst the haze of doubt which, slowly 

Gathering, darkly o'er me stole, 
Spake a voice, rebuked my folly. 

Whispered thus unto my soul — 
" Com'st thou here alone, down-hearted, 

'Mong'st the leafless woods to stray, 
Weep'st thou cherished forms departed — 

Nalme lingering in decay?" 

" Dost thou feel when hope deceives thee 
Thou thy being could'st resign ? 
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Dcem'st thou not when sorrow grieves thee 
Others bare such cares as thine? 

Suffering still, yet still they cherish, 
That thine erring soul should'st crave 

Hope of life which shall not perish — 
Blessful rest beyond the grave." 

" Be thou then as one who liveth 

For a brighter sphere elsewhere, 
Deeming all of joy life giveth 

Equals not its hours or care. 
Be not doubtful of the future. 

Troubles view not with dismay ; 
Be of wealth a heedless suitor, 

All of earth must pass away." 

Felt I as the wanderer feeleth 

While benighted and astray ; 
Cheered as when the morn revealeth 

To his eyes her earliest ray. 
Ceased the voice, yet upward ringing, 

Long its echoes met my ear, 
Struck a chord, from which hope springing. 

Whispered brighter hours are near. 



The Death of Frout-de-Beoul 

(From the Romance of loankoe). 



Unfit to behold or to share in the strife. 

Yet galled by its soul-stirring sound, 
A chief, ever foremost where dangers were rife. 
Lay stretched on his couch, while the red stream of hfe 

Unceasingly flowed from his wound. 

He had sprung from a race who exultingly wore 

The crimson-stained laurels of fame. 
Who, longing for spoil, came from Normandy's shore, 
Doiver'd the Saxon, when Hastings fierce conflict was o'er, 

With an heirship of bondage and shame. 
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Gigantic of stature and daring in fight, 

A stranger to doubt or to fear, 
Ever ready and prompt in his wrath to requite 
Those who thwarted his purpose or challenged his right 

With a thrust of his sabre or spear. 

His name was a terror — his word was a law — 

Which, when uttered, none dared to gainsay ; 
At his frown his retainers would tremble with awe, 
At his bidding, slave-like, from his sight would withdraw, 
And his darkest behests would obey. 

But wounded to death and writhing with pain. 

Immured in a dungeon of gloom, 
He lay where his victims in bonds had oft lain, 
Never more to repass its dark portals fgain 

Ere the axe or the cord sealed their doom. 

There, alone and uncared for, the fierce Norman lay 

Recalling his hateful career. 
With his soul to remorse and wild anguish a prey. 
While he felt his life-blood was fast ebbing away, 

And knew that his last hour was near. 

Wild fancies distracted his guilt-frenzied brain. 

Dread phantoms appeared to his view. 
Like ghosts from the grave, a grim ghastly train, 
In the semblance of those he had tortured or slain, 

All pallid and ashen of hue. 

"Ah! where be the minions I fostered," he cried, 

" Have the cravens deserted me now ? " 
But he shook with dismay when a weird voice replied — 
" Thy sire by the hand of a parricide died, 

Dost thou tremble the deed to avow ? " 

A dark flush of horn 

And he muttered— 
Who can prate of the tale which should sleep with the dead— 
The temptress, who smiled, while his grim spirit fled, 

She who urged and beheld the deed done." 

More wildly he gazed, with a dim, vacant stare, 

And more restless he tossed to and fro, 
Then he fiercely exclaimed—" The hag would not dare 
To venture thus near me and mock my despair — 

Tis some fiend from the regions below." 
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" Tis no fiend," the voice echoed, " nor ghost from the grave, 

'Tis tlie wrretched Ulrica who calls. 
Arise from thy couch, thou were wont to be brave; 
Why tremblest thou now like a caitiff and slave 

VVhIle the Saxon assaileth thy walls ? " 

"Ah ! long in the shadow of shame and of woe 

Have I waited and watched for this hour; 
But revenge is now mine, and vile parricide know 
Thy halls (once the Saxon's) with flames are aglow 
From their base to their uppermost towers." 

" But the fierce-spreading flame nor the dusky smoke wreath 

Can arrest not thy fast-closing eye ; 
All unnerved thou dost lie in the fetters of death. 
While the faggots, iip-piled in thy vault underneath, 

Are crackling and blading on high.'' 

" Know, Front-de-Beouf, now when thy course is nigh ran, 

And the signate of death's on thy brow. 
Not a serf whom thou hast but with horror would shun 
All the lands and the spoils which thy red-hand hath won 

Than die such an outcast as thou." 

" But the fast choking breath and the low stifled moan 

Foretell thy last moments are nigh ; 
Ere thy soul to the doom which awaits it hath down, 
I leave thee to writhe in thy dungeon alone. 

All unheeded in horror to die." 

Finale. 
A rhyme I would write, and i chose for my theme 

A tale, which Sir Walter has told ; 
A tale of a time when the sword was supreme, 
When justice and freedom were held as a dream, 

And which bards name the "brave days of old." 

Dark days of wild turmoil, of discord and dread. 

Of lawless marauder^ and slaves; 
Then Hope for a space from our vexed island fled. 
And wept that the blood of each son should be shed 

At the bidding of despots and knaves. 

Dark limes when the knave and the despot held sway. 

And deemed that their rights were divine; 
Such bondage contrast with our freedom to-day, 
When the meanest of birth to the monarch dare say 

My rights are as sacred as thine. 
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' Napoleon's Hat. 

Who'll buy P who'll buy an old cocked hat. 

The priceless relic is for sale ; 
Though somewhat soiled and bare of nap 

'Tis chronicled in song and tale. 
A century hath nigh circled round 
Since first a conqueror's head it crowned ? 

On many a field when strife was' keen 
And gloom hung o'er the doubtful fray, 

This, headpiece oft in front was seen 
When rolled the sulphurous smoke away ; ■ 

At other times — 'twas somewhat queer — 

It shone conspicuous in the rear. 

He wore it on his haughty brow 

When monarchs round him bared the liead, 
And when, with pace reverse of slow, 

From Moscow's blazing towers he fled. 
He blenched beneath its brim to hear. 
Not far behind the Cossack's sptear. 

War's deadliest hail oft round it flew. 
Yet, strange, 'twas proof 'gainst shot and shell, 

'Twas soiled, no doubt, at Waterloo, 
Where, in the mire, the Emperor fell ; 

That day when he, without a scarj 

Fled, trembling, from the field of war. 

The tove.of glory vias his bane, 

Bedazzled by its glittering ray . 
He streWed the earth with thousands slain 

That he might gain imperial sway; 
Its tinsel -lustre lured him on 
Ere he, through slaughter, reached a throne. 

At times heroic, and at times 

A doting fool or scheming knave ; 
Could perpetrate or share in crimes 

Which ever would defame the brave ; 
But still one aim inspired his soul. 
Despotic, unrestrained control. 

A heart, wherein no pity dwelt. 
An eye that mocked the suppliant's tears ; , 
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Not all the aching pangs he felt 

While time was numbering out those years 
He passed on yonder island lone, 
Could for his guilty deeds alone. 

A hfe of glory, guilt, and shame, 
Closed on a bleak far-distant isle ; 

Fair Freedom execrates his name; 
And says another despot vile, 

Unwept by all, hath passed away. 

And with his victims rests in clay. 

■ Who bought the toy ? Some fool no doubt ; 

The gold he gave, his folly tells. 
We trust hell turn it inside out, 

And fringe it with the jester's bells; 
Then make the jingling noise once more 
Made by bis prototypes of yore. 



Our Sires of Yore. 



There stands encircled by the waves 

An island, which the world knows well. 
Whose soil was never trod by slaves, 

A land where none but freemen dwell. 
There valour guards each hut and hall 

Which rise within its sea-girt shore ; 
While Freedom bids its sons recall 

The triumphs of their sires of yore. 

Yet oft in days now long gone by 

On bleak hillside, on moor and plain. 
Hath Freedom gazed with wistful eye. 

And wepl o'er Scotia's bravest slain. 
Then oft she shed the sorrowing tear. 

And heaved the sigh of sad despair; 
Oft said, should I depart from here 

ril find no nobler race elsewhere. 
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"And shall they now," she weeping cried„ 

"The triumphs of their sires forego?" 
The race who Rome's proud host defied, 

Now yield them tamely to the foe. 
The race who o'er the Dane prevailed. 

And scattered Haco's hordes afar, 
Who, when their country was assailed. 

Were ever found unmatched in war. 

But Justice woke at Freedom's cry. 

And to her plaint this answer gave : 
"Seek not from Scotia's shore to fly, 

Her sons are bravest of the brave. 
Ne'er to Ibis island bid adieu, 

Nor o'er its seeming downfall mourn; 
The Scots the conflict will renew, 

And victors be at Bannockbum>" 



Qairney's Stream. 



'Tis when Benart/s heath-clad height 

Is tinged with Autumn's azure glow, 
And slowly falls the waning light 

On Leven's lovely lake below. 
When from the fields the reapers' stray 

And welcome the declining beam, 
'Tis then, my love, we haste away 

To yonder dell near Gairney's Stream, 

Ah! nameless are the joys we share, 

As with light steps we tread along 
Through fields the sickle bath made bare. 

Through fading woods which ring with song. 
'Tis sweet to list while fades the day 

The light-winged plover's startled scream, 
Or, mingling with the blackbird's lay, 

"The murmuring sound of Gairney's Stream. 
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The sleeping lake beneath us lies, 

While dimly in its midst is seen ' 
The far-famed ruined pile arise 

Where languished Scotia's hapless Queen. 
Ah ! oft-limes hath her sad career, 

Of song and legend been the theme ; 
In silence we let fall the tear. 

And mourn her fate by Gairney's Stream 

But when more thickly falls the dew 

And darkness falls on hill and plain, 
And Leven's lake lies hid from view, 

Then we retrace our steps again. 
Ah! none, my love, can know nor tell 

What we enjoy of bliss supreme 
Unseen in yonder woodland dell 

While twilight falls on Gairney's Stream. 
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Lines on a Wildflower. 



There is. a sweet and pensive flower ' 

Which fain would hide its beauiyrare, 
li springeth not in sheltered bower, 
But shares the sunshine and the shower 
On moor or hillside bare. 

It seekelh not nor can it vie - - 

With flowers of garish hue ; 
While flaunting they attract the eye. 
More sweet we deem this wildflower shy, 

This tiny gem of blue. 

And oft near where it nodding grows, 

Wide-spreading may be seen 
The hardy thistle and wild rose, 
And near it in its season blows 
■ The fr.agrant meadow queen. 
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To those who ask this wildflower's name 

'Tis this we proudly leli, 
It is and will be still the same, 
. An emblem of a land of fame, 
" 'Tis Scotland's, sweet blue-bcU." 



^(^^■^g^^ 



The Land of My 5ires. 

(Published in the •• Scottish -Am 



I sought the lone shore, from the stranger conce^litig 

Emotions I felt ail unfit, to restrain j 
Ah ! sad were the thoughts which the tears were revealing 

As I mused on my far-distant birthplace again. 
Fair isle of my birth ! oft with fond recollection . 

My Muse dwells on thee, and my fancy inspires 
With a theme which shall ever enchain my affection, 

The friends of my youth and the land of my sires. 

Though far from thy shores fate hath doomed me to wander, 

Unchanged is the love which I cherish for thee ; 
Not the lustre of fame or of wealth can e'er sunder 

The ties which have bound and still bind thee to me. 
Ah ! cold are their hearts, although boundless their treasure 

And ioFty their rank as ambition desires, 
Who foi^et in the pursuit of fame, wealth, or pleasure, 

The friends of their youth or the land of their sires. 

Such thoughts ne'er were mine, scarce an hour e'er yet found me, 

That my heart did not heave with the wish it now craves ; 
I long for the land to which Nature hath bound me. 

An island which lies far beyond the wide waves. 
Ah ! oft while the shadows of twilight are falling, 

Ere the day, slowly fading in darkness, expires, 
I gaze o'er the deep, from the dim past recalling 

The friends of my youth and the land of my sires. 
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May thy shores still be free to the exile and stranger, 

May thy sons with renown still encircle tliy name ; 
In the bright paths of peace, or the dark field of danger. 

May their aim ever be to add more to thy fame. 
Slow wanes the bright orb, and with deeper emotion 

I'll muse ere each ray from the lone wave retires; 
Then in fancy I'll follow his flight o'er the ocean 

And hail him, in dreams, in the land of my sires. 



Elegy on a Watch-Dog. 

Ye prowlin' rogues, wha i' the dark 
Still ply unseen yer thievish wark, 

Yer weel-kent fae lies stiflT and stark. 

Ye nichthawks clever, 
Nae mair ye'll dreed aald " Major's " I 

He's gane forever. 

Nae wonder then my heart is sair, 
I've tint ane that I ill could spare; 

Nae spaniel, pug, nor collie rare 

O' priceless cost 
Could e'er for canine worth compare 

Wi' him I've lost. 

This whyle its been a grief to me 
His lean and lanky form to see, 
His stiffen'd joints, his drumlie e'e. 

An* muMle gray, 
A' dumbly spak', and .'<aid that he 

Had lived his day. 

Yet, while for him I drap the tear. 
And mourn his loss wi' grief sincere, 
I hae some ill-set neebors near 

Wi' hearts like stane, 
Wha tell me aft wi' jibe and sneer 

They're gled he's gane. 
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Wi' tittlin' tongue they are nae stadc 
O' my sad loss a jest to mak"; 
Afore toy face, abitit my back, 
. His worth they slicht. 
An' keep my tempeT on the rack 
Frae morn till nicht. 

I grant be was baith rough and rude, 
Was surly and sair crosstxl in bhiid, 
His sire had been a mastiff guid, 

But — then his dam — 
Nae judge e'er richtly understood 

AfT what she cam. 

Yet whyle he had a faut or twa, 
Nae messan tricks he kent ava ; 
When fules would say, " Come, gie's yer paw," 

Or straik'd his hair, 
He gruffly showed a weel-filled jaw, 

They socht nae mair. 

I've seen when tramps wi' bauchels thin 
Slipp'd past his crib wi' little dm, 
An' wad wi' beggin' tongue begin 

Some waesome tale; 
Sune as they beard him growl within 

They took leg-bail. 

Their sneakin' Ways he ne'er could brook, 
Nor yet their waffle, weirdless look ; 
If he foi ane of them mistook 

An honest man, 
AiT to the stable's benmost nook 

Sair shamed he ran. 

I mind nnce tit the auld cairt-shed 
A " Bobby," hielant bom an' bred — 
Mair wind than wisdom in his head — 

Cam' staukin' ben. 
Then cuist an e'e, keen as a gled, 

Frae en' to en'. 

Suspicious-like he looked on a', 
An' marvelled at the gear he saw. 
But when he tizded up the siraw 

He faund ane there 
Wha wasna laith his bluid to draw — 

Hi5 coat to tear. 
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I lauch to think, in spite. of grief, 
A city-guard — their h«ad and chief- 
Cam' in wi' thochts to catch a thief, . 

Got catched himSel' ; 
The upshot o' that struBjlebrief 

He ne'er would tell, 

I wat that day as he gaed hame . 
He gimed wi' anger an' wi' shame ; 
He left me pechan, hirplin', lame, 

Wi' scarlet face, 
Yet kent his "Natnsel"' was to blame 

For his sad case. 

The feline race o' detestation ! 

When e'er a cat cam' near his station ■ 

.Wi' rage, wi' hatred, an' vexation, r 

His chain he'd break it, 
Then getlin' vent to inclination, 

Richt sune would neck it. 

But now they come to rive and steal, 
Like sentinels sit on dyke an' rail ; 

Aft o' my chickens tak' their wale, ' : 

Then fecht like Tartars; 
Alack I could he but wag his tail. 

They'd change their quarters. \ . 

Wae's me but I' will miss him sairly, 
He did my biddin', served me rarely ', 
When fortune jilts or treats me sparely - 

Hard words I wage her, 
But now wi' gjief I'm tongue-tied fairly, 

Alas ! puir Major. 

The bairns will miss a trusty freen'. 
For him aft will they sab, I ween ; 
If spared to gambol on the green 

At Spring's return 
Tears for his loss will dim their een. 

And sair they'll mourn. 

And as for me, aft times alane 

111 mourn my auld companion gane, 

His crib wherein he aft has lain . 

Wi' watchful e'e 
Shall ne'er in time be fiU'd by ane 

Sae liked by me. 
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Aching Stumps. 

Mr Editor,— Dear Sir, with best respects to you. 

The homespun ditty I address, 
And trust that you will keep in view 

A corner for it in the Press. 
But if your critic should complain 

The lines have less of corn than chaff, 
Please tell him, what I wrote in pain 

Perchance may make your readers laugh. 

How blest are they whose ivories bright 

Have ne'er required the dentist's steel ; 
To whom all sorts of grub come right, 

A tough beef-steak or kebbuck heel. 
How blest their lot compared to mine. 

With scarce a tooth within my head ; 
Compelled, against my will, to dine 

On bleery broth and sloppy bread. 

'Twas not thus in my youthful days 

When I could boast of grinders rare; 
At table I was first always. 

And with the best then took my share. 
No hint or uiging did I need, 

I own I was no shame-faced wight, 
But one who quietly put with speed 

What lay before him out of sight. 

But now there is a change indeed, 

My wonted fare I dare not try, 
While others blithely round me feed, 

I sit and look with longing eye. 
I hear the merry jest go round, 

Half-dazed with stupor and with pain ; 
And, wincing, bear each stinging stound, 

Which well nigh rends my head in twain. 

My friends would have the doctor's skill ; 

I told them that their wish was vain. 
That neither lotion, lance, nor pill 

Could make an old man young again. 
Still, they would have him, and he came 

Intent, no doubt, to do me good ; 
He felt my pulse, then asked hiy dame 

" How does the patient take his food ?" 
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"Scarce anything he takes," quoth she, 

" His appetite is almost gone ; 
A living skeleton is he, 

Whose wrinkled skin scarce hides the bone." 
He looked more ^ave, and shook his head, 

Then wrote a brief prescriptive line, 
Then gave it to my spouse and said, 

" Go fetch at once a pint of wine." 

"Wine," she exclaimed, "that ne'er shall be. 

The cure is worse than the disease. 
Not one drop shall he have from me 

Though craving for it on his knees." 
She told him straight he was a fool ; 

Then put the kettle on to boil. 
Then told me, ere she stirred my gruel, 

To take a glass of castor oil. 

I cannot eat, I cannot work, 

I yawn all night, and doze at noon ; 
Tis years since I touched knife or fork, 

They both have vatiished for the spoon. 
Like one from whom life's joys have flown, 

I sit and pine in doleful dumps ; 
Disturb the household while I groan. 

Distracted with my aching stumps 



Paddy's Dream. 



Pat came home from a wake, and, of course, from a fight, 
In a state, which is calleti in slang phrase, "rather tight," 
He hung his old togs on his shaky bed-post. 
Pitched himself into bed, and in sleep soon was lost. 

There he dozed and he dreamed and he tossed o'er and o'er 
Till he fancied he heard a loud knock at the door. 
And heard a voice cry, " What is wrong wid ye Paddy 
That you won't draw the bolt to your friend, Tim O'Grady ? " 
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"Bedad!" exclaimed Pat, "Ye may knock till ye tire, 
But I could'nt get up were the cabin on (ire, 
My bones are all aching, my brains in a fog. 
And I lie here ashaking and sick as a dc^." 

Quoth Tim, " I don't wonder yer in a bad plight. 
Ye made rather free with the craihur last night. 
But listen now. Pal, if yer door ye unlock it, 
I have what will cure ye at once in my pocket." 

Then Pat to unfasten the door was not slack, 
And in token of love gave his friend a sound whack. 
Then said, while a chair near the turf-fire he placed, 
" Draw the cork, if ye plase Tim, and give me a taste," 

Quoth Tim, " I will do so, but just wait a minute. 
To add to its strength I have put some spice in it ; 
Here's a good blazing turf, there's an empty tin-pot, 
Is it cowld ye will take it or wait till its hot ? " 

" Bejabers ! " said Pat, " it is hot I will have it. 

How I feel my sick heart and my cowld stomach crave it, 

" Put on the owld kettle," he said, with a smile, 

" When I'm getting it hot I'll contint me a while," 

Then on went the kettle, and out came the steam. 
But its loud pufTing sound awoke Pat from his dream, 
Amazed and bewildered he looked from his bed. 
Rubbed his eyes and found Tim, like a shadow, had fled. 

" Bad luck ! " exclaimed Pat, " to the lying spalpeen ; 
He said he had brought me a drop o' poteen. 
And hot he would make it — there's where I was sowld — 
Begorra I wish I had taken it cowld." 
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Ite Tractloa. 

fA Letter to W. Fhar, Farmer, Cmtgs.J 



I've sent auld Jack to strip the pit, 

To lift the spuds an' bag them, 
I fear yer stud will ne'er be fit 

Up Orthick Cut to drag them. 
But let yer naigs toll at the Craigs, 

I'd hae tnair satisfaction 
Ance mair to see yer millmen three 

Come steaming with the traction. 

Though loud at times she puffs and blaws, 

She needs nae corn or fodder, 
Ne'er slaps, nor reisls, nor funks, or thraws 

However sair ye load her. 
And as the trade looks somewhat brichi, 

Twad prove a benefaction 
If you would kindly send the nicht 

Ten ton up wi' the traction. 

I ken yer unco thrang Just noo 

Wi' sawin' an' wi' plantin'. 
But I maun live as well as you, 

An' cash is sair awantin'. 
Matst a' last week, I grieve tae tell, 

I sat here in distraction, 
Like some auld hermit in his cell 

Aye wearyin' on the traction. 

And noo, auld friend, ye ken fu' weel 

Wi' a* my fau'ts and failin's, 
Ve faund me aye as true as steel, 

Nae swickery in my dealin's. 
And noo since things are looking' up 

Yer shure o' the last fraction, 
Sae yoke the naig that needs nae whup — 

Yer snortin', steamin', traction. 

P.S. 
I fear when you thae verses scan 

Ye'll think them queer hotch-potch, sir, 



n,g,i,..a by Google 



( 6, ) 

And as you are an Englishman 

Yell stick at my braid Scotch, sii 
I think for ane that's dim o' sight 
■ The rhyme is written fairly. 
But if yer beat to read it richt 
Just hand it ower to Charlie. 



With jaunty step he struts along 

In dandy form compiete, 
He knows no equal in the throng 

Whiph crowds the bustling street. 
The envy of each budding swell — 

Picked sample bf the crop — 
No compeer but he must excel, 

So deems the City Fop. 

Arrayed in elegance of style, 

How trim he doth appear ; 
With lisping speech and courteous smile. 

As vain as insincere. 
Gay as a moth in noontide's ray 

That flutters without stop, 
Ere night hath closed its shortlived day 

So with the City Fop. 

For rival sparks a bow or sneer, 

For whimpering maids a sigh ; 
Should one of labour's sons draw near 

How smart he strutteih by. 
Quick as the sptingey cork outflies 

With effervescent pop, 
As quick from honest worth off hies 

The giddy City Fop. 
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He frolicked gaily in life's Spring, 

Soon Spring and Summer fled; 
iVhen Autumn came he drooped his wing. 

His plumage quickly shed. 
No more he struts with step erect, 

Nor twirls his flimsy prop; 
In seedy garb we now detect 

The once gay City Fop. 

And now with none his hfe to cheer. 

Each hour with gloom o'ercast, 
He ponders o'er his vain career, 

His follies <if the past. 
Last seen 'twas where a doubtful door 

Leads to a nameless shop ; 
But hold, I will describe no more 

The fallen City Fop. 



Jamie and Jean, or the Fife Mock Marriagre. 



Sitlin' gauntin' by the ingle, 

Ponderin' owre his lanesome life, 

Jamie, wha had lang been single, 
Thocht that he wid hae a wife. 

Trade wi' Jamie had been thrivin', 
Brichter prospects seemed in view; 

Guineas rife as bees when hivin' 
Fast into his kist-neuk flew. 

" But " quo' Jamie, " whaur's the pleasure, 
Thus for waulth lo rack my brains. 

What to me is warldly treasure 
When I've neither wife nor weans. 

"Lang I've thocht, an' afl I've ettled 
To get spliced, an' change the scane, 

But when time and place seemed settled 
Some mischance aye cam' between. 
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" What for is it," he reflected, 
" Thai I'm stiH a wanter here ? 

Why hae I been thrice rejected 
When the bridal hour was near?" 

But that roguish imp, Dan Cupid, 

Unto Jamie thus rephed — 
"Servin' Bacchus you got stupid 

Ere the marriage knot was tied." 

Then he drew his bow instanter, 
Took an aim wi' chucklin' glee, 

But the shaft by some mischanter 
Missed his heart and struck his eV" 

While the love-struck lout sat blinkin', 

Wincin' frae the dart unseen, 
Cupid whispered, slyly winkin', 

"Smit, my lad, by Anster Jean." 

Up he got like ane camsteerie. 
Glowered about wi' optics queer, 

Fancyin", saw his buxom dearie 
Dressed in scarlet, sellin' beer. 

Then he rubb'd his orb affected, 

Straiked his beard and scratched his croon. 
Did what Cupid had expected. 

Took the train for Anster toon. 

Sin he reached his destination, 

Scant o' wut but flush o' tin ; 
Took a short cut frae the station 

Straught to Bill Kirkcaldy's inn. 

There some drouths, by Bacchus sutnmon'd, 

Sat aroond the barleybree. 
When amang them in stapt Drummond, 

But a Sair changed man was he. 

In he stammered, strangely starin', 

As if something was far wrang. 
For the drink he seemed u near in', 

Cared nae for the joke or sang. 

He wha was sae fond o' banter, 
Waggish jest or roguish quirk. 



n,g,i,..a by Google 



( «4 ) 

Looked on gilt-stoup and decanter, 
Dull and sombre as a stirk. 

Up got Clark as blithe as Blackie 
When he mounts the poopit stair, 

Drink had made him somewhat crackie, 
I.icht o' heart, and free frae care. 

"Jamie," quoth he, "what's the matter, 
].osh but you look unca strange. 

If ye've gien owre maut far water 
Yer a loser by the change, 

" Come, man, nane but friends are near ye, 
Faes to dulness, care, and strife, 

Tak' a drap o' this to cheer ye, 
Better was ne'er brewed in Fife. 

" We are a' John Tamson's bairns, 

Fifers a' frae heid to heel ; 
Stewart, Dingle, Clark, and Cairns, 

Nane o' tbem but wash ye weel. 

"Tell us quickly, then, what is it 
Mak's ye grave an' hing yer head, 

Has some ghaist paid ye a visit, 
Or is " Royal Charlie " dead ? " 

" Charlie's hale an' soond," quoth Jamie, 

" But he's far ayont the main, 
Blast the swick that wiled him frae me, 

I'll ne'er see his like again. 

" Since then I hae gane clean cranky, 
Tippl'd hard frae morn till een. 

In my wrath aft cursed the Yankee, 
Wish'd his dollars I'd ne'er seen. 

" But this while I hae been thinkin' 
Tis high time to change the tune, 

Turn a leaf an' keep (rae drinkin', 
Tak' a wife and settle doon. 

" I've come here wi' this intention, 

An' I ask ye as a freen' 
That my wishes ye wud mention 

Quietly tae the barmaid Jean. 
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" Tell her I ha'e gear in plenty, 
Horses, nowt, and sheep an' kye, 

Barns that nane e'er yet saw empty, 
Mony a stourie note forbye. 

"Tell her a' the gear an' siller 

(Mair than some folks say is mine) 

Am prepared to offer till her 
If she'd only say ' I'm thine.'" 

" Hech ! " quoth Clark, " if that yer meanin', 

I'll engage to mak' ye richt; 
Jeanie to get spliced is greenin'. 

Blithely wad she wed the nicht, 

"If yer wullin'.she is ready. 

That I dinna fear to tell ; 
" But," quo' he, "here comes the leddy, 

She will answer for hersel'," 

In cam' Jean— a strappin' hizzy — 
(But she was not quite a youth); 

In the bar she had been busy 
Fillin' mugs and quenchin' drouth. 

Blither seemed the dinsome rabble 
When the barmaid stappit ben ; 

Still mair blithe when on the table 
Doon she clapp'd ihe tap it- hen. 

Jamie, noo wt' maut weel laden. 

Ram-like stared and hung his head ; 

Left Clark to address the maiden — 
Sat, but heard nae what they said. 

"Look there, Jeanie," quoih Clark, lauchin', 
" Von auld codger's on the spree ; 

Dazed wi' drink, and dune wi' dnffin'. 
Offers noo to wed wi' thee. 

" Mind ye on yer last birthday, Jean 

(An' it's near a year sin syne), 
Ye passed on life's highway, Jean, 

Milestanes numberin' thirty- nine. 

'' What tho' he be rough and toosie. 
Still he is a buirdly wight. 
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Tho', nae doubt, he aft gets boosie, 
Cash, ye ken, keeps a'thing right. 

"Troth, I think, he's worth a dozen 
O' yet feckless, foppish fules ; 

While wi' beer his brain is bizzen' 
Fix him firmly ere it cools. 

" Keep him gaun, wi' maut regale him, 
Dinna' gie him time to reist ; 

Mind ye this, whene'er ye nail him, 
I'm at hand to act the priest." 

Jean, wha kent that few had socht her, 
An' that years were fleein' fast, 

Stood awhile, and thus bethocht her — 
" This same chance may be my last." 

Then a flush owerspread her fair face 
(Was it love or was it shame?) 

Then she, smilin', said wi' rare grace, 
"Maidens hke to change their name." 

" Stand up, Drummond," cried the pastor, 
" For the marriage vows prepare," 

Dour he sat, as if a plaister 
Glued him firmly to the chair. 

Then, wi' seeming sair exertion, 
Pechin' loud, he staggered up; 

Clown-like lap in mock diversion, 
Gruppit Jean an' roared " Gee-hup." 

But the pastor looked mysterious. 
Took a drap his throat to clear; 

Said "We're met on maitters serious. 
There maun be nae daffin' here." 

Jamie being thus admonished 

Stood and stared wi' altered look. 

But he seemed richt sair astonished 
When the priest produced the book, 

"Tuts," said Jamie, "shut the volume, 
We like nae sic fun in Fife ; " 

Quoth the priest, in accents solemn, 
" I pronounce ye man and wife." 
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Then he slid into a side-room, 
Doubtless for a slicht repast. 

Said, on passin', to the bridegroom, 
" Drummond, you are fixed at last." 

In an instant, lookin' brichter, 
To harrangue them hack he cam', 

Heid and heart baith feelin' lichter 
Frae the workin' o' the dram. 

"Jean," he said, wi' tongue unsteady, 
" Sune yer gaun to leave us a'^ 

Leave us to become a leddy, 
Mistress o' Pitcorthie Ha'. 



'Tis a lottery bag unchancy, 
\Vhaurin prizes are but few. 

"Still, wi' Jamie I've nae swither 
Youll be richt whaure'er ye gaun ; 

Blithe, I hope, ye'U be thegilher, 
Canty as the day is lang. 

" Mind ye, Jamie, when ye get her 
Tae the Wast Neuk o' the shire, 

Dinna, when yer " beerie," set her 
Tae the neep-shed or the byre. 

" 'Gainst the pan-itch cog and bicker 

Jeanie doubtless wuU rebel ; 
Mind ye this, she kens gude liquor, 

Likes a dtap as weel's yersel'. 

" Still I hope that you and Jeanie 

Wull, like lambs, thro' life agree; 

Shude the dram breed strife atween ye. 

Mind yer fauts, and hers forgie." 

Then he muttered ower some jargon. 

Said they were a wedded pair, 
Tauld them baith they had a bargain, 

Winked, and drank their health aince mair. 
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The Masher's May Morn. 

( Sahitation to his Mistress and its consequences. J 

'Twas ere the lightsome lark had sung 

His blithesome morning lay, 
Ere I'hcebus from his couch had sprung. 
And o'er the drowsy world had flung 

His sleep -awakening ray, 
A dandy, of the masher brood. 
In soft and sentimental mood, 
13cneath a maiden's window siood 

On the first morn of May. 

All in the fashion, gaily dressed, 

M'ith glancing sluds and flashy vest, 

A necktie of the brightest blue. 

Tight pants and knickerbockers, too ; 

New kids, and eke a trim-cut coat. 

The whole of which on lick he'd got 

(I may be wrong, but still 'tis said 

The tailor's bill rt^mains unpaid.) 

In his right hand a bamboo cane, 

Of which he seemed exceeding vain, 

Besides there hung from his breast pocket 

A flimsy toy, a cheap-jack locket, 

Which, while of colour, somewhat dim. 

Was still a priceless gem to him. 

Oft-times unto his lips he pressed it, 

With trembling fingers oft caressed it, 

Unclasped it, and with unfeigned pride 

Ort looked on what was placed inside. 

To him it was a treasure rare, 

A tress of doubtful coloured hair, 

Whicli he from some bright locks had shred, 

Deeming it auburn while 'twas red. 

One thing 1 had well-nigh forgot. 
It was his patent chimney pot. 
It was, indeed, a fancy tile, 
Done in the hatter's flashy style, 

That trimmer of head-gear 
Who weekly telleth in the Press 
The manner in which fops should dress 

And what they ought to wear. 
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He was in every way genteel. 

A finished fop from bead to heel; 
In pleasure's race he led the van, 
And was, no doubt, a lady's man. 

He had been labouring hard and long 
To frame a sonnet or a song 
With which to charm his maiden gay 
Upon the morn of sweet May day. 

Whey May morn came his task was done 
But where was Summer or the sun? 
No warbling birds or leafy bowers, 
No humming bcs or breathing flowers. 
He found the weather at the time 
Did not exactly suit his rhyme ; 
'I'he feather tribe care not to sing 
From leafless irees in praise of Spring. 
And all must own 'tis rare to see 
A frost-nipt flower attract the bee ; 
Though scant of mt he seemed to know 
His love song was not rt/;-,y„c. 

Spring had but newly quit the scene, 

J!ut bleak and cold her reign had been ; 

Her favours were in by past years 

Some transient smiles and pearly tears. 

Now scarce a teardrop did she shed 

From her advent until she fled, 

Let fall no soft, refreshing dew 

The withered herbage to renew. 

The landscape brown, the woodlands bare. 

Showed Winter still was lingering there ; 

Philosophers may know the cause. 

Or savants skilled in nature s laws. 

As for myself I must confess 

The reason I can only guess. 

I've weighed the matter in my mind. 

And but this answer can I find — 

'Tis this — Ere she commenced, to reign 

She had been in the weeping vain, 

And had too freely |)iped her eye, 

And wept her leaky fountain dry. 

This for her tears — as for her smiling. 

To say the least it was beguiling ; 

Her brightest glance o" softest glow 

Were quickly quenched by sleet or snow ; 
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Add unto these a piercing wind, 

With dust clouds, which nigh blew us blind. 

'Twas the first morn of flowery Ma)', 

Blithe Nature's earliest holiday; 

But surly Winter still held sway, 

Showed no desire to yield his crown 

Or lay his icy sceptre down. 

With aspect stern and threatening mien 

Frowned on the approaching Summer qneen, 

Who sharply told him to be gone. 

As she had come to claim the throne. 

And as she would no longer wait 

He must resign or abdicate 

" Madam," quoih he, " you call too soon, 

Look back about the close of June, 

Then softer winds perchance may blow. 

And you may rain a month or so, 

Then to my cave I may retire 

To doze ere Autumn's beams expire.'' 

Then with a grin the fur-clad hero 

Sent down his weathei-gauge to zero, 

Showered down his blinding sleet and hail. 

Spread his white robes o'er hill and dale. 

Blasted with biting breath again 

The sweetest gems in Flora's train ; 

With frost-nipped stem athwart the clay 

The pensive snow-drop prostrate lay. 

And did a violet ope its eye, 

Ere blossoming 'twas dooiped to die; 

But birds and bees instinctive chose 

In some snug quarter to repose. 

They felt 'twas freezing, and no doubt 

They did not care to venture out ; 

Preferred to wait a little longer 

Ere Summer's sun waxed somewhat stronger. 

He stood, but felt not quite at ease 
As bis slight frame began to freeze. 
Instead of pearly drops of dew 
Around him thick the snowtiakes flew. 
In the cold sky no sunbeams shone, 
The keen wind cut him to the bone. 
Pinched were his ears, hi? nose was red. 
His teeth were chattering in his head. 
His lips and chin were swathed with down, 
But bare of covering was his crown. 
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He seemed lo guard with jealous care 
A large round spot, which glistened there, 

Smooth as a parchment skin. 
I wot it was not caused by toil 
Not pondering o'er the midnight oil, 

Or weighty thoughts within ; 
Rarely he sought to doff his casque, 
Afraid some waggish tongue might ask 

How he, not yet in manhood's prime. 
Had been so early shaved by time. 

He stood as if in thought profound 
And upward looked, then looked around. 
But when he saw the snow clad ground 

His love began to cool. 
Quoth he, "I fear my heart will break 
My love from sleep will not awake 
While I stand freezing for her sake 

The image of a fool. 
"Alas!" quoth he, "was ere poor wight ■ 
In such a miserable plight? 
Hail, sleet, and snow descend together. 
Great Scot ! this is Siberian weather." 
Yet while his little heart did grieve 
He still had strength of lung. 
And loth, no doubt, he felt to leave 
His May morn song unsung. 
Quoth he, " I've heard the knights of old 
In perilous moments grew more bold 
In search of fame, no fear had they 
Although a dragon barred their way. 
Would singly charge a host to prove 
How they esteemed their lady love. 
I own I care not much for fame, 
But deep I feel the lover's flame, 
' And shall I let its kindling glow 
. Be snuffed out by a shower of snow, 
Love, whispering, bids me answer No. 
Though surly Winter still holds sway, 
And frost hath nipped the Howers of May, 
I'll sing my love a roundelay." 

So with cracked voice the dandy swain 
Sang to the winds this flimsy strain : 

" Within the eastern sky, my love, 
The mprning light is breaking, 
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The amorous minslrels of the grove 
Are warbling and love making. 

"Ah! well thou knowest my heart is thine. 
Then list ray fond complaining — 

Dost thou in downy sleep recline, 
Or art thou only feigning? 

"Awake, my love, on hill and dale 
The sportive lambs are playing; 

This morn let love o'er sleep prevail, 
And let us go a-Maying. 

"The dazzling haunts of mirth and cheer 

For thee I have forsaken, 
And come to sing thy praises here, 

Awake, my love, awaken." 

He listening stood, but no response 

Nor soft reply was made him; 

Though green he was not quite a dunce, 

Could act with promptitude at once 

When whim or passion bade him, 

So smartly with his glancing cane 

He hit the polished window-pane. 

Enraged, he put into the blow 

More force than he intended, 
And rattling on the stones below 

The broken glass descended. 
It fell, awakening with its din 
The sleepers two who lay within, 
The maiden whom he did admire 
And one he dreaded much^her sire. 
Who was, as our Adonis knew, 
A crabb"d, cantankerous old Jew. 

He stood as 1 have seen a sheep 

Srand by the rivers brim. 
Not knowing ere it takes ihe leap. 
And risks its trotters in the deep, 

If it would sink or swim. 
But plunging gamely stems the pool. 
And saves its mutton and its toool. 

So sheepish like, he stood amazed. 
With doubting eye around him gazed, 
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Bethought him should he stand or run ; 
But standing found that he was done. 
All unsuspecting, he knew not 
That in his hand the Jew had got 
A balsam which he soon would find 
Was not of the most soothing kind. 

Up went the window with a bang, 

And on the morning air 
A sharp and shrill-toned voice outrang, 

Crying " What blamed fool is there ? " 
He listening stood in dire dismay, 
Felt his faint courage ooze away, 

And doubts begin to gather. 
On looking up the love-iorn wight 
Beheld not there his maiden bright. 
But saw instead in sore affiright, 
The nightcap of her father, 
An antique cowl, of such a size. 
It well-nigh hid ears, nose, and eyes. 

And from beneath its folds there came 

His voice, with passion trembling — 
He cried, " Vou rogue, I know your game, 
I know, too, how to cool your flame. 

And cure your love dissembling. 
A fool, with scarce an ounce of brain, 
Who seeks with rhyming trash to gain 

My ducats and my daughter." 
"Thou shalt have neither gold nor maid, 
But here is something sweet," he said, 
And, grinning, emptied on his head 

A slop-paii of foul water. 
So said, so did the irate sire. 

And loud he laughed, I ween, 
To see the dandy fop retire 

As -wet as he was gretn. 

Next morning, feeling rather small 

And scented rather strong, 
He sought the Pothecary Hall, 

And asked Eau-de-coiogne. 
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Bums and Tannahill. 

Oh, lassie ! though thy voice be sweet 

And plaintive be the strain, 
And listeners urge thee to repeat 

Thy tunefu' notes again, 
Yet while thy witchin' voice they praise, 

And own thy vocal skill, 
Mair dear to me would been the lays 

or Bums and Tannahill. 

They sang not of Arcadian vales, 

Where placid streamlets flow. 
Where fragrant odours load the gales 

And flowers perennial blow. 
Tween broom-clad banks, through dell and plain 

Their streamlets glide alang, 
Still singtn', as they seek the main, 

The ceaseless murmurin' sang. 

Twas not of titled rank they sung, 

Or knightly feats of arms ; 
The themes to which their lyres were strung 

For them had dearer charms. 
Untaught, they sang wi' fancy free, 

The sweet, the rural scene. 
When Spring returnin' cleads the lea 

Wi' lobes of gladsome green. 

They sang of sultry Simmer's train. 

Of blossoms and of flowers ; 
Of pensive Autumn's gladdening rain, 

Her love- inspiring hours. 
Of Winter, wi' his gusty storms. 

His shortenin', cheerless day; 
Of a' mute Nature's "shows and forms," 

The saddenin" and the gay. 

They sang wi' mingled grief and pride 

Of Scotia's heroes brave — 
Of Wallace, wha sae nobly died 

Ere he would live a slave. 
The Bruce, wha aft to vict'ry led, 

Lives on their deathless line; 
Our sires, wba wi' him fought and bled 

For Scotia's richts langsyne. 
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Then, lassie ! should again we meet 

To steal an hour frae Care, 
Wt' music's charms or converse sweet, 

As bliok of mirth to share, 
Then, do thou in thy native phrase, 

Exert thy vocal skill, 
And sing to us the Scottish lays 

Of Burns and Tannahill. 



Lines on the Fall of the Tay Brldsre, 1879. 



Dark frowns the wintry sky. 

While the night wind loudly raves, 
And with broken crest on high 
Leap the tempest-stricken waves, 
And we tremble at their fury with dismay. 
From the shore with wreckage strewn 
Oft an eager glance is thrown 
To the light which dimly shone 
'Vond the Tay. 

While to Hope we fondly clung, 

Oft we gazed with mule despair 
To the reed-like bridge, which swung 
Far aloft in upper air, 
And creaking, shook and quivered in the gale. 
But out hope is quenched by fear 
When the fated cars appear, 
To essay their last career 
O'er the rail. 

It was an hour of dread, 

Of peril, and of woe. 
With a threatening sky o'erhead 
And a yawning chasm below, 
A gulf which was ere long to be their grave. 
Did no warning voice then say, 
" Let us here in safety stay. 
That death awaiting lay 
'Neath the wave." 
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Still louder raved the storm, 

In gusts more fierce and keen, 
While the moon in crescent form 
Shed a weird light o'er the scene. 
Then, in haste, her wan and sickly ray withdrew. 
Far beneath their airy way 
The wind-swept stream of Tay 
Seemed a sea of seething spray 
To their view. 

But a lurid flash of light 

Shot athwart the dusky sky, 

And the watchman of the night 

Heard an agonising cry, 

A death shriek, echoing wildly through (he gloom. 

In a moment's space each one. 

Mother, daughter, sire, and son. 

Were to death untimely done. 

Weep their doom 

But when rude Winter's rain. 

With his storms hath passed away, 
And Summer's sun again 

Gilds the classic banks of Tay, 
And the sound of mirth and music greets the ear, 
Let the silent tear he shed 
To the mem'ries of the dead, 
Who in Ocean's slimy bed 
Found a bier. 

We uprear the lofty towers. 

Exulting in our skill, 
Grasp mute Nature's secret powers. 
And mould them to our will, 
Yet say not that our triumphs shall endure. 
While the waves we proudly span, 
There exists a Power who can 
Make the mightiest works of man 
Ini 



■^^N 
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A Sketch. 



He was what we can't well describe, 

A titling of the foppish tribe, 

One of these windbags of conceit 

Whom we would rather miss than meef; 

^Vhose trifling twaddle insincere 

Is what — we do not care to heat; 

Yet, if at times constrained to hear it, 

We restless stand and grinning bear it, 

And while we list we wincing say 

" What mischance threw us in the way 

Of this vain jackanapes to-day ? " 

Regret that we should waste a minute 

Listening glibe talk with nothing in it 

From one, who deems all else is vain 

Save mingling in gay Pleasure's train, 

Whose chief delight is to admire 

His precious self and trim attire. 

To knowledge he hath much pretence, 

Vet lacks the gift of common-sense; 

All gloss without, no wit within, 

A consequential mannikin. 

Who deems himself both wise and witty, 

And looks as if he owned the city. 



.f^,^ 
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Lines on Seeing ■ Scottish Thistle in my 
Flower Garden. 



There grows in yonder garden fair 

A wealth of flowers with blossoms rare. 

Of many a varied hue. 
The red moss-rose may there be seen, 
The primrose pale, the myrtle green, 

The pink and violet blue. 

When Winter from the landscape flies 
And Spring returns with clearer skies. 

And softer blows the gale, 
How sweet at dewy eve to stray 
And all their flowery charms survey — 

Their odours to inhale. 

But there is one the wind hath sown, 
Which, while un tended, hath outgrown 

All others there that be. 
'Tis not attractive to the sight, 
No fragrance hath, nor colours bright. 

Still it is dear to me. 

It droops not like the tender flower 
When nipping falls the sleety shower, 

Nor fades when chill winds blow. 
When winds lay waste the flowery scene, 
With rugged yet majestic mien 

It waveth to and fro. 

Loved emblem, while on thee I gaze 
My mind recalls life's early days, 

When oft in Summer's pride, 
On meadow green or hillside bare, 
I marked thee proudly springing there 

With tassels waving wide. 

And here I mark thee waving stand, 
The cherished symbol of a land 

Where Freedom ioves to dwell. 
A land whose sons have wrenched from fame 
The laurels which surround its name, 

Who, fearless, guard it well. 
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Qolng and Retuminp' 

Ah ! still I oR recall the day 
When on Clyde's crowded waters lay 
A gallant bark, whose snow-white sail 
Was set to catch the favouring gale. 

The Guardian of the mystic deep 
Had hushed the restless waves asleep ; 
It seemed as if the watery plain 
From sliunber ne'er would wake again. 

But soon the welcome breeze upspning. 
Through sail and shroud it rustling sung 
The music, to the mariner dear. 
Which, while becalmed, he longs to hear. 

Slow tacking, then in stately pride 
She cleared the windings of the Clyde, 
Then gliding free and unconfined 
Soon left fair Scotia's shores behind. 

Full many a one, that day was there 
Whose wistful eyes were sad with care, 
Who shoreward gazed, then wept anew 
To bid their native land adieu. 

With canvas bent she onward prest 
Across the Ocean's billowy breast. 
And soon her living freight she bore 
All safe to far Columbia's shore. 

With other wanderers, tired of home, 
I longed in distant climes to roam, 
I longed their wonders to behold, 
And, need I say, to share their gold. 

The hour had come, my wish was gained, 
In fortune's chase each nerve I strained ; 
An impulse keen still urged me on 
To follow where her lustre shone. 

Oft in the bustling town I toiled. 
On prairie lone, in forest wild ; 
No hardship did I shrink to bear 
That I her golden smiles might sbue. 
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Thus toiled I, ere long years had fled. 
By Hope's soft whisper onward led. 
Until at last I gazed with pride 
On gathered gold, and acres wide. 

But when I claimed them as my own, 
My youth and manhood's strength had gone ; 
And soon I found my hard won gain 
Had brought me less of joy than pain. 

Oft would my thoughts with sadness stray 
To scenes, beloved in life's young day ; 
All which to Mem'ry now did seem 
Dim as a faint remembered dream. 

These and such thoughts disturbed my breast. 
Made me the victim of unrest, 
Ere heartsick I re-crossed the main, 
Sought Scotia's still loved shores again. 

I sought again, 'twixt hope and fear. 
The cot, to sunny childhood dear, 
The friends, I knew and loved of yore, 
With whom I longed to meet once more. 

Alas ! I found the cot was gone, 

Its garden all with weeds o'ergrown, 
Where sprung the rose and lily fair 
The nightshade, rank of growth, grew there. 

All, all seemed changed that met my view. 
Amidst the crowd no form I knew. 
All from this fleeting scene had flown, 
I knew none and I was unknown. 

"All gone from earth," I whispering said, 
" All those, I seek, at rest are laid, 
And here I mourn in life's decline. 
O'er hopes and joys no longer mine." 

"Ah I what is wealth?" I thus exclaimed, 
" An idle boast, an empty name ; 
Tis mine, and yet I sorrowing stand 
A stranger in my native land." 
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The Banks o* Leven. 

When Spring wi' wild -flowers decks the plain. 
And woods ring wi' the sangsters' strain, 
Aft fancy led, I rove again 
Akng the banks o' Leven. 

Ah ! aft-times I in youth hae strayed 
When day gae place to gloamin's shade, 
And met unseen the fairest maid 
That dwelt beside the Leven. 

But fickle-fortune was my fae. 
Aye promised we el but brocht me wae. 
Till Hope, deceived, wad whispering say, 
"Seek ither scenes than Leven." 

She whispered thus, " Why here remain. 
And spend your youthfu' days in vain?" 
Why toil whaur there is nocht to gain 
Upon the Banks o' Leven?" 

But still wi' grief my heart was sair 
To pairt wi' ane sae true and fair. 
To pairt perchance tae meet nae mair 
Wi' her beside the Leven. 

Ah I little kens the wardly chiel 
The joys which faithfu' lovers feel ; 
The grief 1 felt to bid fareweet 
To her and lovely Leven. 

I met her at the trystin' place, 
The smile o' love o'erspread her face, 
Yet 'neaih her smile she wore the trace 
O' tears beside the Leven. 

Quo' I, while loud frae ilka tree 
Rang forth the sangsters' notes o' glee, 
"This nicht, sweet lass, I pairt wi' thee, 
Wi' thee and lovely Leven, 

■' For sune as e'er the mornin's rays 
Beam on the windin' stream that strays 
Among thae bonny banks and braes, 
I bid fereweel to Leven." 
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She answered thus, in accents sweet, 
"While ithers think that Time rins fleet, 
Lang will ilk hour seem, ere I meet 
\Vi' thee beside the Leven." 

! Leven's banks are fresh and fair, 
The thyme and harebell blossom there; 
There rins nae stream that can compare 
Wi' the windin' stream o' Leven. 

The hawthorn blossoms on the braes, 
Where thrush and blackbird chant their lays 
'ITie trout lie hidin' 'neath the slaes 
That hing o'er lovely Leven. 

The timid hare lo'es Leven's fields, 
Its fare, the scented clover yields ; 
Its nest, the merry gowd-spink bields 
Upon the Banks o' Leven. 

In Simmer's prime how sweet to stray 
And a' its varied charms survey ; 
How sweet fa's mellow Autumn's ray 
Wi' gowden-tints on Leven. 

And while obeying Nature's law 

Cauld Winter wreathes the scene wi' snaw, 

How sweet, when he hath fled awa', 

Is Spring's first glance on Leven. 

The tear-draps sparkled in her e'e, 
Mute emblems, sad, yet sweet to see, 
They tauld her heart was true tae me 
That nicht beside the Leven. 

1 said : " My lassie, weep nae mair. 
Should fortune tempt my steps elsewhere, 
Wi" thee Life's joys and waes I'll share 
Upon the Banks o' Leven." 

And now, though baith in life's decline, 
She still is to this heart o' mine 
As dear, as when we sirayed langsyne, 
Alang the Banks o' Leven. 
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A Dream — Not Jacob's. 

1 dreamed that I saw a fair penitent kneeling 

In a churchyard alone near a time-honoured bier. 
With fervour unto her Creator appeahng 

To guide her aright on her pilgrimage here. 
" Ah ! Father," she cried, in a voice of emotion, 

'■ 1 have come where a saint's sacred ashes are laid. 
Where oft in past ages with fervent devotion 

My kin have besought Thee for guidance and aid." 

But methoughl a small mannikin, proud and pedantic. 

With haste in his steps to the maiden drew nigh. 
His wroth visage spake of a soul well-nigh frantic, 

There was scorn on his lip, there was wrath in his eye. 
" What mockery is this ? " he exclaimed to the maiden, 

"Why com'st to the place of the dead all alone? 
Dost thou deem that thy soul, which no doubt is guilt-laden. 

Is cleansed, when thou kneel'st by this Popish carved stone ? " 

" I know thou art one of a sect all unholy. 

Whose faith is a sham, and who idols revere, 
Whose creed is a mtelstrom of sin, guilt, and folly, 

A gulf, which I shrink from with trembling and fear. 
Get thee hence, and repent ere thy sins overtake thes. 

Or lasting perdition awaits thee for doom ; 
The power which through life thou hast mocked shall forsake thee. 

And at death thy lost soul shall in Tophet consume." 

But the maiden, methought, clasped a heart-treasured token. 

And her eyes, with tears streaming, she upwards did raise — 
" Forgive," she exclaimed, " what in wrath he hath spoken. 

He, blinded with rage, knoweth not what he says. 
Vain scoffer ! for me thy rash words hath no terror ; 

She, whose dust lies beneath in this sanctified shrine, 
Led my sires to the light from the dark folds of error. 

And her faith was the faith which to death shall be mine." 
Finale. 

Wild, staring, he stood, and methought he lesembled 

A feather-weight champion, when beat in the ring ; 
With rage and with fury, impotent, he trembled. 

Seemed weak as a wasp when bereft of its sting. 
But the cock's shrilly crow told the morning was nearing, 

And, glad at the sound, from my dream I awoke, 
When I fancied I saw from my sight disappearing 

A prim-looking pigmy enveloped in smoke. 
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The Jackdaw. 

Clad in a sombre suit of black 

He sitteth on the chimney high, 
And from his sooty perch Old Jack 

Looks round with an observant eye. 
Then with a flmter and a hop 

The smoky vent he peereth down, 
Then upward to the steeple top. 

And from its height surveys the town. 

Well pleased, he quietly sitteth there, 

Beyond the rabble's dinsome sound, 
And seems to scan, with knowing air, 

The wingless forms who tread the ground. 
Dost thou behold the living throng 

Who strive and scramble far below, 
Or dost thou while they move along 

Think whence they come or where they go ? 

1 rather doubt such thoughts as these 

No place within thy pale can find : 
Though thou can'st wing aloft with ease 

Thou'rt not of the reflective kind. 
It suits thee best to sit and caw 

On some old ruin grey with years, 
To peck and scratch with bill and claw, 

And chatter with thy black compeers. 

But Jack, my lad, thou soon wilt hear 

The sound which bids thee seek the "Glen," 
The dial tells the hour is near 

When swings the hammer of " Big Ben." 
Again the bellman pulls the rope, 

I gasp, as if my breath had gone. 
My tingling ears with haste I stop, 

Look up to find the bird hath flown. 

Yet oft, where yonder towers uprise, 

In Summer, Autumn, Winter, Spring, 
He chattering sits or circling flies 

Around them on his restless wing. 
Still merry all the live-long day ; 

And when the dusky twilight falls 
He seeks the ruined Abbey grey. 

And shelters in its time-worn walls. 
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Johnnie Howe, or the Laird and the Tenant. 

(A Rabbit Story.) 

In an auld hut ahinc a knone 

Aince dwalt a carle named Johnnie Howe, 

I kent him weel, an' aft langsyne, 

In days when youth and strength were mine. 

At trySt or fair aft met I wi' him. 

An' afl's we met aye glad to see him, 

Though threescore years had slipped awa' 

Since my auld friend the licht first saw. 

Yet he, while hirplin' down the hill. 

Was active, hale, and hearty still ; 

And mony a joke and story queer 

Frae him 1 then was wont to hear, 

Along wi' mony a sound remark 

On weather, craps, an' country wark. 

On sic like maiters, few were they 

Wha ventured Johnnie to gainsay ; 

Than he nae better judge 1 trow 

E'er lifted scythe or yoked a plough. 

He was, tho' somewhat cross and crusty, 
Aye kind o' heart, in friendship trusty ; 
His word aince gien he wad stand to it 
Though kennin' he might live to rue it, 
An' ne'er was sweer at pity's call 
To help a friend when at the wall. 
Though fortune had her gifts denied him, 
Vet nature had in lieu supplied him 
Wi' riches o' a rarer kind— 
A clear head and a thochtfu' mind. 
And tho' unlearned and blunt of speech. 
Wise counsels he could fitly teach. 
In words which, as a rule, were few, 
Yet, as a rule, were apt and true ; 
Wha doubted them might find ere long 
What Johnnie said was ne'er far wrong. 

I've said that mony a story queer 
Frae Inm I then was wont to hear. 
But this — which aince I heard him tell — 
In, which he played chief pain himsel', 
Sae struck my fancy at the lime, 
I, laucbin', strung it into rhyme : 
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Ae Simmer day, when near its close, 
Auld Johnnie frae his chair arose, 
Gaed out wi' thochts to feast his een 
On healthy craps a' wavin' green. 
For months he had wi' anxious care 
An' eident hand been toilin' sair, 
In weather dull or weather bricht 
Aye labourin' hard frae morn tilt nicht. 
An' save when fell some blindin' shower 
Ne'er quat his plough-tail for an hour. 
But ae day near the close of June 
He, glad his wark was feckly dune, 
Laid past his harrow and his plough, 
To lie ere he wi' hairst was through, 
An' thocht to rest himsel' a' while 
After sae long a stretch o' toil. 

fhor had tkU completed and in kis 

■npt. 



In Memoriam. 



William Matkeit'son, manufacturer, Dunfermline, aged y^, 
died 26th March i8g4. 



While others mourn their benefactor gone. 

And from their eyes the tears of sorrow flow. 
One, sad of heart, to whom his worth was known, 
Bewails his loss, and shareth in their woe. 

Death spareth none ; the living know they must 
Meet and accept their time-appointed doom. 

Leave this fair scene to mingle with the dust — 
In mirth or woe we journey to the tomb. 

But who, alas t his vacant place will fill. 

With heart as generous and with hand as free ; 

I'cw have the power — alas ! more few the will. 
To give like him, who now has ceased to be. 



n,g,i,..a by Google 



( »7 ) 

Yet, while he steeps in everlasting rest, 
Those left behind in grief will oft exclaim — 

"He cheered the downcast, succoured the distressed, 
Did good by stealth, and blushed to find it fame." 

Ah ! may I, when life's chequered course is run, 

Like him, I mourn, have grace and strength to say— 

"Let my all-wise Creator's will be done, 
I hear his messenger, and I obey." 



The Seasons. 



Now Winter, with his darkening train. 

Again resumes his threatening sway; 
The stormy blast now marks again 

The advent of his cheerless day. 
While gazing o'er the dreary waste 

Foreboding prospects meet the view, 
Where late the eye with gladness traced 

The landscape's soft and verdant hue. 

But now how withered, bleak, and bare, 

No verdure springs the eye to cheer ; 
The drizzling mist now chills the air, 

And sadness marks the closing year. 
Where late the Summer's smiling beams 

Gave place to Autumn's ripening glow. 
The wintry sun with fitful gleams 

Frowns o'er the deep'ning wreaths of snow. 

How mute the vocal warblers now. 

While silent on their drooping wing 
They flit from leafless bough to bough. 

And cheerless wait returning Spring. 
Where late the sparkling dewdrop hung. 

And glistened in the morning ray. 
The icy snowfiake now hath clung. 

And chills the feeble, trembling spray. 
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But soon the tender flowers of Spring 

Shall bloom with sweet and pensive smile, 
The woods again with luusic ring, 

And lovers' lingering hours b^uile. 
Again the Summer's beaming ray 

Shall cheer the forest and the field, 
The zephyr o'er the streamlet play. 

And Nature all her beauties yield. 

And Autumn will return again 

And wait her fragrance on the gale ; 
The varied treasures of the plain 

The grateful heart with joy shall hail 
Where now o'er snow-clad hill and dale 

Grim Winter reigns with rigid sway. 
The cheering Spring will soon prevail, 

And tempt as through the groves to stray. 

The Seasons, as they circling run, 

Proclaim the ever-varying year — 
The smiling Spring and Summer's sun, 

The Autumn mild and Winter drear, 
All move obedient to that Power 

Whose hand doth guide the wandering spheres, 
Who marks the short and fleeting hour. 

And reigns through never-ending years. 



Unes on Bulgaria. 



A land where Hope and Peace decline, 
Where Freedom's star hath ceased to shine. 

Where war and discord reign ; 
Where thousands fill a nameless grave, 
AVhose blood hath tinged the Danube's wave, 

And drenched her fertile plain. 
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Where Nature still, with bounteous hand, 
Inviteth Peace to bless thy land. 

Nor asks that man should toil ; 
And while her varied wealth she shows, 
Stints not her gifts, but still bestows 

Her treasures with a smile. 

Fair clime 1 whose beauties might impart 
A solace to the careworn heart — 

Make glad the sorrowing eye; 
The injured breast might find repose 
Forgive her wroi^s, forget her woes. 

Beneath thy smiling sky. 

But Freedom, scared, hath fled the land, 
While Nature smiles, man's ruthless hand 

Lays waste thy soil with war. 
The injured maiden's heart-wrung sigh 
Joins with the trembling mother's cry 

Of anguish from afar. 

And Peace flies trembling from thy shore. 
Her haunts thy soil can be no more 

Till Freedom dawns on thee. 
Peace dwelleth but where Freedom smiles 
(Still may she bless our own loved isles), 

Her home is with the free. 

Though dark the prospect now appears. 
Vet should thy sons in after years 

Rejoice, in freedom won; 
Should Russia from the Turkish sway 
Unloose thy bonds, the world would say 

"The deed was nobly done." 

Yet if inspired by motives vile 

She fighteth, yet she fights the while 

For conquest and for fame. 
Humanity will siand aghast, 
Opprobrium on her deeds will cast, 

And execrate her name 

From deepest gloom the dawn will spring, 
So soon may Peace with gentle wing 

Dissolve this cloud of war; 
May Thou, when Freedom is Thine own, 
Survey, unmoved, ihe smile or frown 

Of Sultan or of Czar, 
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Ill Memory ot Duncan Cameron, 

Who died at Inaie^-ar Lodge 32nd February 18^6 
aged 18 years. 

When heroes die, their obsequies are sung 

By bards whose strains add lustre to their name ; 

To praise their deeds the willing harp is strung — 
Their memories live upon the roll of fame. 

Btit thou, young friend, hast sunk to endless rest, 
To thee the busy scenes of life are o'er, 

The green sod lies upon thy gentle breast. 

And weeps the eye that ne'er shall see thee more. 

And shall no voice be raised thy loss to mourn ? 

Shall we forget the young, the kind, and true ? 
Can those who knew thee view thy lonely urn 

Nor heave one sigh, nor bid a. last adieu? 

No more to thee will wake the opening spring. 
When tender snowdrops burst wild winter's chain ; 

No more to thee the mellow thrush will sing — 
Cold is the heart that loved to hear their strain. 

No more thou'lt mark the summer sun's bright ray. 
Nor moon's pale radiance beaming from afar ; 

No more with joyful step thou'lt onward stray. 
Amongst the woods of leafy Inzievar. 

Rest, young friend, rest, thy brief career is run. 
And peaceful be thy slumbers here below ; 

Accept this simple tribute paid to one 
Whose gentle nature never knew a foe. 
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In Memoriam. 

His father. Bailie Thomas Morrison, died i^th August j^< 

Here calm reflection bids all discord cease. 

While keen remembrance wakes the sorrowing tear ; 
He whom we honoured quietly rests in peace, 

Mute as the shrivelled stone that moulders near. 

Deep our emotion and our grief sincere, 
Oft as with thoughtful eye we mark his grave, 

Our voice shall whisper thus of his career — 
" In counsel sage, in freedom's quarrel brave, 
While to his place of birth unwearying zeal he gave." 



Hard Times. 

Though hirplln' sair and scant o' breath. 

Yet far and near I've travelled ; 
In youth aft seen, frae Hill o' Beath, 

I^chlitty Burn unravelled. 
Through a' the length and breadth o' Fife, 

I've trudged baith late and early ; 
Yet ne'er in a' my wanderin' life 

Felt Boreas bite sae sairly. 

I've seen, at times when snaws lay deep. 

And winter winds blew keenly. 
Close to the ingle I wad creep. 

Look on the storm serenely. 
Jack Frost now dings baith peat and coal, 

And seeks through lime and stane, sir ; 
The cuttin' wind through chink and bole 

Comes nirlin' skin and bane, sir. 

Sae here I sit, a luckless bard 

Stiff as an airn post, sir ; 
Cauld as an icicle, and hard, 

Half-petritied wi' frost, sir. 



n,g,i,.,.-j by Google 



( ■>' ) 

I^ne as a hermit in his cell, 
Or peeswtep 'mang the heather 

Whan will some Yankee sage foretell 
A change to gutd fresh weather? 



An Epistle to a Drouthy Neebor. 

Auffust i2lh, iSSz. 

While Cockney sparks in droves thegither 
Seek health an' sport amang the heather, 
Hnlf-reestit wi' this Indian weather; 

An' macks the chiel, 
I lift in haste my auld guse-feather. 

To thresh ye weel. 

This while I've gi'en ye niony a lesson. 
On you my guid advice aye pressin'. 
Grave a? a judge^in Coort o' Session, 

To mak' ye think, 
And quit yer hahits sae distressin'-- 

Renounce the drink. 

Yet what avails it, Maister Tammas, 
Again ye've played the fule at Lammas, 
L'ke ane wha neither fear nor shame has, 



'Tis strange that you, a man o' sense, 
Wha baith wi' pen and tongue can fence- 
Bamboozle chields wha ha'e pretence 

To better knowledge ; 
And queerer logic can dispense 

Than's learned at college. 
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'Tis strange that you, wi' a' yer learnin', 

Which prompts owre aft yer tongue to spare nane, 

Yer aptitude for quick discernin' 

What's true, what's sham — 
Should nurse a snake within ye, yearnin' 

Aye for the dram. 

And yet for a' I've said or writ ye — 

The darts with which remorse hath hit ye — 

And for as aft's the snake has bit ye 

Wi' poisoned fang, 
Aye dour's a post, I ne'er could get ye 

To own ye're wrang. 

I fear there's naught will ere restore ye, 

Until some black mischance comes o'er ye ; 

The past ye'll then recall with sorrow- 
Think on yer doom— 

The cross-banes and "■Memento Mori" 
The lanesome tomb. 

I find while I indite this letter. 

An irksome task the muse has set her ; 

For, when I fain wad drub ye better, 

She sneerin' says — 
"You were his aider and abettor 

In bygane days. " 

Wi' you, I grant, in days o' yore, 
I joined in mony a daft-like splore ; 
Thank God, sic follies noo are o'er 

Lang since wi' me ; 
On lookin' back when near three-score, 

O sad to see. 

Ob, whisky 1 source o' mony a wae. 
Our country's bane, ils deadliest fae ; 
Its thousands it hath led astray, 

Made them its slaves ; 
Puir waifs wha wend Life's darkened way 

To drunkards' graves. 

The drink gaes roond, upstarts the quarrel, 
Wha joins the fray is sure to fare ill ; 
Aft gets unkent a crimson laurel. 

For life will rue it ; 
Wae, vice, and crime spring frae ilk barrel, 

If richt wc view it. 
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And while the fiery trash ye'i« drilling, 
Half-dazed, through clouds o' pipe redt blinkin' 
Deluded fools, ye're little thinkin' 

Ilk glass ye drain, 
Roond soul and body baith ye're linkin' 

The Devil's chain. 

For when, 'midst shouts o' mirth and glee. 
The maddening usqubae ye pree. 
Auld Nick sits by wi' laughin' e'e ; 

Weel does he ken 
Ye're gaun the road he likes to see — 

Straught to his den. - 

Drink wrecks our peace, d^rades the mind. 
The deadliest bane o' human kind. 
Its brichtest joys aye leave behind 

Some trace o' care ; 
To drug-stores let it be consigned — 

Dispense it there. 

Its votaries aye wi' drouth tormentit, 
Aye gapin', gauntin', disconteatit. 
Again they pree — again repent it, 

In misery dwell ; 
Unblest be he wha fiist inventit 

A whisky-still. 

In a' yer sprees, and they were mony, 

Ye ken you were his trusty crony. 

Tarn's richt-haund man —his " Soutar Johnnie, ' 

Waur than himset' ; 
Admit, if conscience ye ha'e ony, 

Tis truth I tell. 

Then when you ha'e an hour o' leisure 
Gae somewhere else in search o' pleasure ; 

Siy Boniface can tak' yer measure. 

Laugh at yer folly ; 
Sit chucklin' owre yer mis-si>ent treasure. 

Red-nosed and jolly. 

But still a brichter hour is nearin'. 
The clouded atmosphere is clean n', 
And as the welcome lichts appearin' 

The Kloom withdraws ; 
Men whom we trust now urge unfearin' 

The temperance cause. 
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With fluent speech and well-aimed pun, 
Good service hath Sir Wilfrid done : 
The crusade which he has begun 

Is strengthening daily ; 
His banner o'er the field well won 

Is streaming gaily. 

And when we get his " Local Option," 
Baitb Houses it will pass 1 hope soon, 
Then some I ken will shut up shop soon — ■ 

Will close their traps— 
And quit the place of their adoption. 

Gey seedy chaps. 

What though his faes may sneer and taunt him. 
And dub his scheme a myth~a phantom ; 
Erratic whiles, we freely grant him, 

But yet, what then — 
There's something o' perfection wantin' 

'Mang best o' men. 

For him, I wat, in after days, 
His country shall a trophy raise ; 
And sha'.l with emblematic bays 

His bust entwine ; 
And future bards his name shall praise 

In grateful line. 

Noo Tam, lay what I've said to heart, 

Tak' a' I've written in guid pairt ; 

But mind, if you should wince an* smart 

Or bitter feel, 
A threshin' is a fule's dessert — 

Ye've earned it weel. 
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My Laddie is Qane. 

How dull and how cheerless the days that pass o'er me, 

How sad and how weary I wander alane, 
While the tear fills my e'e, and nae prospect before me 

To cheer my sad heart since my laddie is gane. 
For aft in the spring-time, we wandered thegither, 

Ere the last trace o' winter had melted awa', 
By the clear burnstde, mang the green-tufted heather, 

While the early flowers smiled through the thin wreaths o' ; 

The simmer and autumn passed ower us sae cheerie, 

Ah ! heedless, we ne'er thocht o' paJriin' ava', 
But the cauld winter cam' wi' his blast chill an' dreary, 

Noo my heart's Uke to break, my dear laddie's awa'. 
By yon auld mined wa' whaur the yew tree is flingln' 

His branches, that weep o'er yon grey mossy stane 
Wi* the green ivy clingin', the withered grass hingtn', 

Oh ! soon may I sleep 'side my laddie that's gane. 



An Auld Man's Sang. 

My mind returned to early days 

And I pondered on life's long career. 
And thankfu' I felt, midst the world's changing ways, 
For the blessings that were still left me here. 
As I thocht on the changing ways o* the world. 

Hours o' sorrow mixed wi' moments o' giee, 
Still the sorrow I hae met, though sair I can fojget. 
My dearie, when my mind dwells on thee. 

Oh little did I think in the days o' Langsyne, 

Of the sorrows that would yet be thy share. 
Or the grief and the woe which that kind heart o' thine 

Wad suffer frae the cauld hand o' care. 
Though years noo hae left their traces on thy brow, 

And the teardraps noo aft fill thine e'e. 
Whiles I think wi' a sigh on the auld time gane bye. 

Vet, my dearie, thou art aye the same to me. 
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5t Margaret's Well. 

Mark where the leafy tree row springs, 

Amidst the smiling flowers, 
And hark the merry note that tings 

From yon long-silent bowers. 
Where cold neglect had long remained, 

Now flowers bestrew the dell ; 
The warblers sing where silence reigned 

Around St Margaret's Well. 

Now other strains than those of love 

Are mingling with their lays, 
The minstrels hail the new spring grove. 

And chant a song of praise. 
And whilst they sing with unfeigned glee 

Their thanks to Him, they tell 
Who reared for them the leafy tree 

That shades St Margaret's Well. 

Here legends to our hearts endear 

Our sailed Scottish Queen ; 
Retired, alone, oft strayed she there 

In thoughtful mood unseen. 
Here oft from yonder ancient towers, 

She sought from pomp lo dwell. 
And ponder'd o'er life's fleeting hours, 

Beside her cherished Well. 

Is there who can unmoved survey? 

This old time-hououred scene ; 
Can here with heedless footstep stray 

Forgetting what hath been ? 
Nor muse on vanished ages gone 

O'er which time's hazy spell 
Falls darker still as years roll on 

And shroud St Mai^arel's Well, 

Let those who feel oppressed with care, 

To whom life's joys seem vain. 
Whose sighs tell sorrow lingers there. 

And wrings their breast with pain. 
Here might they calm their sorrowing breast. 

Regretful thoughts dispel, 
Here peace might soothe their mind to rest. 

Beside St Margaret's Well. 



n,g,i,..a by Google 



n,g,i,..a by Google 






ig breast, 

i to rest, 



n,g,i,..a by Google 



( 98 ■> 

She slcepeth now, enshrined with fame, 

'Neath yonder turrets grey, 
Tradition hath no nobler name 

In Scotland's earlier day. 
And oft beside her honoured grave, 

The cherished tale we tell, 
That consecrates this ancient cave, 

And good St Margaret's Well. 



Be ever Hopeful. 

When alone 'midst the gloom of the starless night, 

When darkness shroudelh the sky. 
There is One ever-willing to guide us aright. 

Though unseen, still He ever is nigh. 
If in Him we confide, our steps He will guide. 

From the path that still leadeih astray ; 
Put trust in His power, and the midnigiit hour 

Shall seem bright as the cloudless day. 

There is One who oft speaketh in whispers low. 

And those whispers we gratefully hear; 
They bring hope to the breast when o'ershadowed with wot 

Or when doubt and despondence is near. 
And that earnest voice says, " Awake, arise, 

Be not fettered with doubt and dismay ; 
Let sorrow depart from thy grief-stticken heart," 

And the shadows we dread pass away. 

When the hand of misfortune falls heavy and keen, 

And the hopes that once cheered us have fied ; 
Or when those whom we irusted have false to us been, 

How dark seems the path which we tread. 
Yet there's One, whom we know, who can solace bestow. 

As we wend on our desolate way ; 
Though our lot may seem hard, there's a lasting reward 

For those who His precepts obey. 
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'Midst the snares that surround us we wander secure, 

Although tangled our way may appear ; 
From the paths which lead to Him no wiles can allure, 

If we trust in His p' lise sincere. 
Though He shroudeth *ith night the circle of light, 

He awakens the morning beam ; 
And He marks all our ways with a limitless gaze. 

Unerring, infinite, supreme. 



Cold Winter is O'er. 

From the landscape again see cold Winter is flying, 

While Spring re-appearing now smiles o'er the scene ; 
To the cushat's soft wail hear the echo replying. 

See the forest assuming her garlands of green. 
Where the wild flower lay withered, unheeded, decaying, 

There she opes her pale leaves to Ihc sunbeam once more; 
While the field and the meadow again are displaying 

The hues that remind us cold Winter is o'er. 

Now the birds' mellow voices their loves are revealing, 

Life leems in the forest, the meadow, and plain ; 
O'erhead see yon troop of wild fowl now stealing 

Away to their haunts in the moorlands again. 
To the lake's rushy shore, to the lonely recesses, 

Where solitude dwells, there in freedom to soar ; 
Where Nature, now smiling, a welcome expresses, 

As mutely she whispers, " Cold Winter is o'er." 

See the stream glides in silence, its course now pursuing. 

How changed since it rushed in its headlong career 
Through the vale, when the last winds of Autumn were strewing 

The wan leaves — foreboding cold Winter was near. 
From its overcharged source, through the bare, wasted vaileyf, 

Resistless it sped on its way to the shore; 
Now it glideth in peace, whilst its soft murmurs teU us 

That Spring-time hath come and cold Winter is o'er. 
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Let those who now ponder in sorrow and sadness 

For friends, who have passed with cold Winter away, 
Cease to weep ; see, all Nature is smiling with gladness, 

Reviving again 'neath the Spring's cheering ray. 
No more let our hearts, then, be shrouded with sorrow, 

When hope lo our bosom can solace restore ; 
Then a beam from her bright, cheering smile let us borrow, 

May it gladden our hearts ere Life's Winter is o'er. 



Isandula's Plain. 

Hark to that wailing sound of woe that echoes o'er the wave, 
In hollow tones 'tis murmuring low, a requiem for the brave; 
It "rings a nation's heart with grief— she weeping joins the strain, 
And mourns the fate of those who fell on Isandula's Plain. 



In Afric's arid, scorching clime, far from their fatherland. 
Misled by those our rulers hod entrusted with command ; 
'Gainst ambushed foes they vainly strove the conflict lo 
But justice smiled not on oyr cause on Isandula's Plain. 

From many an eye once bright with hope the silent tears now 

From many a home where joy once dwelt we hear the voice 

of woe ; 
The mother weeps her husband's fate, the maid her lover slain, 
And orphans tremble when they hear of Isandula's Plain. 

Oft will our thoughts with sadness stray to yonder distant shore. 
Oft will we weep for those once loved whom time can ne'er 

restore ; 
And cherished deep within our breasts the memories shall 

remain 
Of ibose who fill a nameless grave on Isandula's Plain. 
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An Election Ballad. 

November i88j. 

I }ia'e lang ceased to be an elector — 

My name they hae nick'd aff the roll. 
But last Tuesday I was an inspector 

O' a' that took place at the poll. 
I kent that the fecht wad be keen, sir, 

Wi' raggin', an' discord, an' din ; 
But I thocht, ere the close, 'twad be seen, sir, 

The twa they ha'e chosen wad win. 

Chorus — Then hey for the twa that we got, sir, 
And hey for the Fourth Ward an a' ; 
If Pearson had gien me a vote, sir, 
I'd split 'tween Hay and Wardlaw. 

I took up my stance gey an' early 

(¥e may guess f was up to the mark). 
But the voters cam drappin' in sparely, 

For an hour it was* wearisome wark. 
But as soon as " Big Ben " had struck nine, sir. 

The strife in guid earnest began ; 
Frae the loom, frae the smiddy, an' mine, sir, 

Like sheep seeking pasture they ran, 

Then hey for the twa, &c. 

There were canvassers plottin' an' scheming — 

Chields wha live by aft turnin' their coats; 
There were ithers, a' wai-Hpp'd and steaming, 

-V tiiiiiin' like mad, seekin' votes. 
Some were cryin' oot--"Vote for Mackenzie," 

While mair cried— "Vote Hay and Wardian' " ; 
Ae blockhead cried cot in a frenzy — 

"Auld JWotton's the pick o' them a'l" 

'Jhen hey for the twa, &c. 

Mackenzie, some said, was a Tory, 
His creed, like his fiag, it was blue \ 

Sae they pay'd but sma' heed to his siory, 
And told him his object they knew. 

What it was he kens best himsel' sir. 

But the electors they said — "Twadna draw!" 
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Sae Donal' they quick shankJt hame, sir. 
To study some moot point o' law. 

Tlicn hey for the twa, &c. 

Auld Jock, like a young chap, kept rinnin', 

Displayin' his courage and skill ; 
He said aye that Sandy was winnin', 

'I'hough he kent that his chance was but nil. 
But Sandy his loss maun e'en thole, sir, 

Though the spring, I've nae doubt, cost him dear ; 
Let us houp what he spent at the poll, sir, 

He'll mak' on the Races next year. 

Then hey for the tfia, &c. 



Lord Randy. 

Who is it that runs up and down, 
Peforms in city and in town 
The antics of a motley clown? 

Lord Randy. 

Who was it, all athirst for fame, 
But lately to Edina came, 
.Marm'd his friends with smoke and flame? 
Lord Randy. 

Who is it deems himself all-wise ; 
Affects Sir Stafford to despise ; 
Whose glib tongue scruples not at lies? 
Lord Randy. 

Who was it, but tlie other night. 
With less of wisdom than of spite, 
Vainly essayed to slander Bright ? 

Lord Randy. ■ - 
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Who was it, when the shout and cheer 
Fell on the would-be Member's ear, 
Thought on the brave old man with fear ? 
Lord Randy. 

Who is it deems the time is nigh 
When he his spaniels will supply 
With tit-bits from the nation's pie? 

Lord Randy. 

And who is it must wearying wait, 
Sore-chagrin' d vent his spleen and hate. 
While Gladstone guides the Ship of State ? 
Lord Randy. 



Sunset. 

How still tht night— the winds have died away. 
Slow fades from view the waning orb of day; 
Yet, ere he bids the drowsy world adieu, 
Streaks the light cloudlet with vermillion hue, 
Wide o'er the scene his parting glance he throws, 
Till bathed in hght the varied landscape glows ; 
Less j.nd less bright his slow -declining beam 
Tinges the green woods and shimmers o'er the stream 
Still rolls he on ere his far goal is won. 
And twilight tells his circling course is run ; 
Then quits his throne and calmly sinks to sleep, 
And leaves his lustre lingering on the deep- 
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The Plre-Fiend. 



(A Dream.) 

Hail, Queen of Parnassus ! a slave bending low, 

A nameless adorer of thine, 
Invokes thee for that thou alone can'st bestow ; 
While my dream I relate, make my breast feel the glow 

Of a bard when inspired by the Nine. 

Oh, teach me, that I may with phrases sublime, 

All enraptured embellish my theme; 
Lei the essence of humour enliven my rhyme, 
Make my verses remain proof against critic and time. 

All these favours I ask for my dream. 

All was silent and still, 'twas the lone hour of night. 

And asleep on my pillow I lay ; 
When a host of strange phantoms — fiend, goblin, and sprite, 
All grinning and mocking, appeared to my sight. 

Made me tremble with fear and dismay. 

I awoke with a start, in a humour morose, 

Good reason I had to complain ; 
That when night had brought day's irksome toil to a close, 
Such strange apparitions should scare my repose. 

Such phantoms bewilder my brain. 

But slumber that night from my eyelids had fled, 

To invoke drowsy Morpheus 'twas vain ; 
So with footsteps as solemn's a sentinel's tread 
I paced for some hours 'twixt my window and bed. 

Then lay down— fell a-dreaming again. 

'Tis a strange thing a dream, some so thrillingly sad 

That their mem'rles with grief we recall ; 
Some have fairy-like visions, which make the heart glad, 
But I'd rather incline, since the last one I had, 

To sleep soundly and dteam not at all, 

I dreamed that before me the Fire-Demon stood, 

With a well-polished torch in his hand; 
With the gaze of a monarch his minions he viewed, 
A legion of imps, whom no terror subdued, 

Who seemed proud to obey his command. 
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He gued all around him, o'er hill and o'er down. 

East and west, then from south to the north ; 

Then he started abruptly, exclaimed with a frown, 

" What turrets are these in yon grey-looking town 

That lies prone on the banks of the Forth ? " 

No eyeglass he needed, his vision was keen 

As the falcon's when chasing its prey ; 
And he muttered aloud, when the spire he had seen, 
' They sleep there in peace who will startle, I ween. 
With a blaze ere the breaking of day," 

"What mean those proud mortals, presumptuous and vain, 

How blindly they scoff at my power ; 
Yonder orb, for the nonce, doth mine ardour restrain. 
But when midnight enwraps all in darkness again 

I shall blow them aloft ere an hour,' 

" Bid my henchman attend me " — instanter he came, 

A grim satellite, sable of hue — 
As the summons seemed urgent, his haste I won't blame ; 
I guessed from its tone that the Demon of Flame 

Had some piping hot project in view. 

" Dost thou mark yonder tower,'' growled the grim-visaged chief, 

"With its burnished spire cleaving the sky? 
Take this torch in thy grasp, let thine actions be brief; 
This night we will bring that proud fabric to grief. 

In the dust must each pinnacle lie." 

But the imp had been scampering all Europe around, 

Had been handling his torch with good-will ; 
Tower, palace, and fort, he had razed to the ground, 
When instead of reward for his service, he found 
More hot work awaiting him still. 

Yet he smother'd his wrath, then vouchsafed this reply — 

"My liege, just look here at this scar. 
When I lighted the Kremlin, I went rather nigh, 
Got this mark of distinction, which cost me an eye. 

From an oil-swilling slave of the Czar." 

"Though baffled and bruised, let his Gzarship beware, 

I'll revisit him yet in good time, 
Give his towers to the flames, spring a mine here and there. 
Make the smoke wreaths ascend ere they temper the air, 

Which envelopes his blood-freezing clime," 
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"And while none are more ready to meet with the foe, - 

None more prompt thy behests to obey — 
On this raid to the north not one step shall I go ; 
To-night I shall rest in our cavern below, 

Those, who will, may eng^e in the fray." 

How I strove to awake, when the phantoms I saw 

Were about in dire strife to engage ; 
How I longed that the imp to his cave would withdraw, 
But no sign he evinced of obedience or awe, 

While his chief stood all quiv'ring with rage, 

" Get thee hence from my sight, tbou braggart and knave. 

And no longer my presence attend ; 
A poltroon, unfit to consort with the brave — 
Go, linker thy scars 'midst the smoke of our cave, 

And there blink like an owl," quoth the fiend. 

" Get ihee hence, and arouse all who serve me, and hark — 

My humour will brook no delay; 
Bid each torch be extinguished of li^ht, not a spark, . 
We, who kindle the flame, do our deeds in the dark. 

And detest the moon's tale-telling ray." 

And soon through the dun smoke curling slow 

Shall our dreaded signal glare; 
From yon tower where the hated moonbeams glow, 
Shall the startled sleepers' wild shrieks of woe 

Ring shrill on the midnight air. 

While my dream I relate, you must bear this in mind, 

That to do so, vast scope I require ; 
Don't suppose that I can be ptosaic inclined. 
Be crampt in my style, or in diction confined. 

When I sing of the demon of fire. 

Yet it is not alone of such imps I will sing, 

Or of orgies which shock and appal; 
To one more attractive. my muse shall take wing. 
And from out her retirement a nymph I will bring. 

Who shall meet with and vanquish them all. . , 

A more grim-looking brood no leader could find 

(Each face told its lord was a knavej, 
.■\lert at his nod they sped, fleet as the wind. 
Yet they left not a trace of a footprint behind. 

And soon stood where the Forth heaves her wavft . , , 
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By'thistfme the moon from her throne had retired, 

And the sable clouds shrouded the sky ; 
It was just such a night which the Demon desired, 
Not blaclter when Nero his heritage fired, 

And fiddled while Rome blazed on high. 

Short while did they gaze on the Forth's heaving tide, 

When a fisherman's shallop they stole ; 
I could mark that from " Beamer " they steered rather wide, 
A steersman they had who well knew how to guide 

All safe to the Quee'nsferry Toll. 

But I thought it was strange as they sped on their way 

That their leader should skulk in the rear; 
He seemed somewhat restless, showed signs of dismay, 
Oft looked to the east for the breaking of day, 

Yet he knew that the dawn was not near. '. '■ 

But his courage reviving, no speed they abate. 

Passed the " Wilderness " gloomy and grey ; 
Cast a glance through the bars of Pitreavie's old gate — 
"That tower," quoth the fiend, "hath a long lease from fate, 

'Tls reserved for the grey-beard Decay." 

Still they quickened their pace, soon got hid 'mongst the trees, 

Which shade the approach to the " Hill," 
Here the fiend got excited, then gave a loud sneeze. 
Asked an imp if he knew what tainted the breeze. 

It blew straight from the old " Lady's Mill." 

"My liege," quoth the imp, "this 'Grey Town' is enclosed 

With an odour offensive and bad ; 
For myself, I would rather with sulphur be dozed, 
This is worse than the fumes with which Cochrane proposed 

To stifle the Russ in Cronstadc." 

" It comes from the ramparts, mudtralls that excel 

All that science or- skill hath upreared; 
Behind these entrenchments the citizens dwell. 
Still at war with each other, yet proudly ihey tell 

No assault from without need be feared." 

'■ I will swear they are right — zounds, my head 'gins to swim 

Like a cockle-boat tossed on the wave ; 
My brain seems affected, my eyesight gets dim. 
While I feel a strange, tremulous twitch in each limb 

I would rather another should have." 
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" Would my henchman were here, I've no heart for the work, 

These odours have weakened my power ; 
Besides in that stream may not ivaler-sprites lurk? 
It were safer to fire all the mosques of the Turk 

Than kindle a Hame near yon tower." 

Now the owl sought his haunts in the old Abbey lone, 

Ever shunning the light-giving beam ; 
Through the haze disappearing, the morning ray shone, 
And disclosed where a maiden sat mute on the stone 

That bridges the famed "crooked stream." 

But the maiden seemed sorrowful, sad, and perplexed, 

AH around seemed touched with decay, 
'Mongst her dust-covered emblems, confusedly mixed. 
Lay a shuttle, which had a huge boar-head transfixed, 

" All the arms of a craft passed away." 

Abstracted she gazed, in contemplative mood. 

On these time-honoured relics of yore, 
Then she looked to the tower, which for ages had stood. 
Then more proudly the new risen structure she viewed, 

And her countenance brightened once more. 

Then quick she assumed a more resolute mien. 

As if conscious that danger was near. 
When her eye, the vile brood she detested, had seen, 
It blanched not, but flashing with courage more keen, 

Told her breast was a stranger to fear. 

And boldly she spoke, "AvauntI thou foul scamp! 

Thou lounger 'mongst sulphur and soot ! 
To thy cavern again with thy minions go tmmp. 
Or, by Neptune, I vow that thine ardour I'll damp, 

And thy grim-looking visage to boot." 

Dark, scowling he stood, but the maiden arose, 

And she acted both promptly and bold; 
She discharged a dark tide from a strange antique hose, 
And the caitiff received such a deluging doze 

That his fiery frame shivered with cold. 

It was quantum sufficil, he sought not to stay, 

He knew what the stream held in store; 
One scowl at the maiden, one hasty survey 
At the towers she protected, then hence in dismay 

To some den on the Forth's rocky shore. 
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There he vowed he would ne'er plant a hoof in the north, 

In a mood which I dare not call blythe, 
And I dreamed (take my dreaniinjp for what they are worth) 
He sheltered that night eie he crossed o'er the Forth 

In the old ruined towers uf Rosyth. 

How his cavern he reached, I could ne'er understand ; 

But frantic with rage and despair, 
He pitched from his grasp, his half-wasted brand, 
Ignited some villainous compound at hand, 

Which blew all to shreds in the air. 

I awoke, looked around, but no trace of their den. 

Neither smoke, dust, nof debris was there ; 
No maiden, nor dark-scowl inft imp met my ken. 
But I heard, to ray chagrin, the sound of " Big Ben," 

Which told me for toil to prepare. 

But if you should wish the hre-fiend to descry, 

Or the nymph of the famed "crooked stream," 
Seek the couch of repose, and when midnight is nigh. 
When the soft touch of slumber hath sealed up thine eye. 
Thou may'st see them, like me, in a dream. 



Mary Neal. 

With trembling step, and sorrowing breast. 

While tears bedimmed my weeping eyt-. 
And anguish keen my bosom prest, 

And woke the sad repentant sigh. 
And gliding, weary and forlorn. 

To unfrequented paths I steal; 
And sad and silently I mourn 

The fate of gentle Mary Neal. 
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Just is my doom, I must repay 

My early deeds of guilt and woe 
By griefs which wring me day by day, 

And force the bitter tears to flow. 
Must join the world's vain, glittering show, 

And feign that joy I dare not feel ; 
Then glide to silence, and bestow 

Long weeping hours on Mary Neal. 

Long since In days of early youth, 

When hope smiled with her radiant beams ; 
Our hearts entwined by love and truth, 

Unchequered by Ambition's dreams. 
Then Maty's every wish was mine; 

On future joys our hopes beamed high ; 
While pleasure on our path did shine, 

And cheered the hours that glided by. 

If fortune, in an adverse mood. 

With scant reward did greet my toil ; 
Her anxious form beside me stood. 

And cheered me with her hopeful smile. 
Or, when with generous open . hand, 

Her powerful charms she did reveal — 
The gifts that sprung at her command, 

How sweet to share with Mary Neal. 

But fancied pleasure's tempting smile 

Misled my weak and thoughtless mind 
To erring ways, and yet the while 

Did leave no -sorrowing trace behind. 
But, ah ! the pangs o( keen remorse. 

And bitter anguish now I feel ; 
Sad memory from her inmost source 

Recalls the form of Mary Neal. 

My days of joy soon changed to wrath. 

Let others of ray fate beware ; 
My erring footsteps trod the path 

That led from joy to dark despair. 
Still following pleasure's templing snare, 

No wish her dangerous paths to shun; 
Too late I knew the evil there, 

I felt it when I was undone. 

Enthralled by folly's maddening sway. 
Allured by her ensnaring wiles, 
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And downward sinking day by day 
To depths to which my heart recoils. 

And still she wept, and anxious strove ■ 
My erring courses to reclaim, 

And tears of pity and of love 

Shed o'er my worthless, blighted name. 

Alas ! alas ! that tender form 

No longer could such scenes withstand ; 
The flower, bent by the gusty storm. 

Falls, nipt by winter's icy hand. 
The wild-flower by the winding stream. 

That late in pensive beauty shone ; 
Now withered by the scorching beam 

Unheeded lies, her beauty gone. 

But thou shalt not unheeded lie 

Within the dark and silent tomb ; 
Regret shall ever force the sigh, ■ 

And grief my weeping heart consume. 
And wandering, weary and forlorn, 

To unfrequented paths I'll steal, 
And sad and silently I'it mourn 

The fate of gentle Mary Neal. 



Our Kin beyond the 5ea. 

From rural feasts and felhng trees 

He makes a sudden sally ; 
Plays antics that but vex and tease 

The friends that round him rally. 
Subdued with grief, this noble chief 

A prophet seems to be, 
And says "Too plain, we strive in vaiti 

With our kin beyond the sea." 
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Britannia, Misness of the Seas, 

Thy greatness must decline; 
The flag waves in the western breeze 

Thai soon shall float o'er thine. 
Then, have a care, of strife beware, 

Nor with them disagree ; 
We Britons here have cause to fear 

Our kin beyond the sea. 

Old Holland now is on the wane. 

The canker worm's within ; 
The broom that erstwhile swept the main 

Dusts cobwebs from her gin. 
And Britain slowly, too, declines, 

Our trade and commerce flee 
To where the tempting dollar shines 

In lands beyond the sea. 

But Billy, now come smooth thy brow, 

Let other thoughts prevail ; 
Philosophers, deep learned as thou. 

Can tell another tale. 
Hear Robbie's line, more dear than thine— 

" That men shall brothers be ; " 
We'll take good cheer, nor hate nor fear 

Our kin beyond the sea. 



Lines written to a Brother long absent in America. 

, Dear Jim, Old Time is travelling fast, 
Unnoticed have the years gone past. 
Ere " Seventy-six " had breathed his last. 

Of this he did remind me^ 
Before his young friend did appear — 
To lift my pen and wish you cheer. 
And pledged that the succeeding year 

Would closer to you bind me. 
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111 Strive his mandate to obey, 

His words they will not brook delay. 

Perhaps he hears the urchin say — 

" Leave him alone to me, sir," 

"Will you commence to urge again 

In maudlin verse, confused and vain } 

But hold, he'll sing a livelier strain 

In Seventy-seven, I see, sir." 

Ill lake the old year at his word, 
Too long this letter's been deferred. 
Both you and I have oft times heard, 

"Tis dangerous to delay." 
I'll write you now, while in the trim, 
So then look out, my dearest Jim, 
Be the words shallow, bright or dim, 

Hear what I have to say. 

Time wheels on in his circling sphere. 
Day follows day, year follows year; 
My fiftieth winter finds me here 

And musing upon thee, Jamie. 
Oh ! could I by persuasive style 
Make tears relapse into a smile. 
Or you of one sad thought beguile. 
Far happier would I be, Jamie 

Long be you spared, my brother dear. 

With health and strength your course to steer. 

Kind friends that love, and hopes that cheer. 

And guide you through the mazes. 
Of this strange world, may you ne'er feel 
By the blind turn of Fortune's wheel 
One woe beyond her power to heal. 

For many a trick she plays us. 

How varied are the scenes of life, 

How mixed the trials, the joys and strife. 

The cheering hope, and troubles rife 

That cloud this world below. 
The lofty plan, so well designed, 
Or dazzling schemes that fill the mind. 
Oft vanish, like the passing wind 

That whistles to and fro. 

As for myself, the closing year 
Still finds me busy, struggling here ; 
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Whiles high with hopes, whiles sunk with fear. 

Devising many a plan now 
To drive dull care still far away, 
And keep grim poverty at bay ; 
Should Fortune frown, I still can say, 

" I've done the best I can now," 

While musing here with fond delight, 
The cheering fireside glowing bright. 
While Winter's fleecy mantle white 

Is covering all around. 
The bustling crowd the street hath fled, 
Soft falls the footstep's muffled tread. 
The weary traveller shrinks with dread 

To view the whitening ground. 

While pondering .by the cheery blaze, 
My mind reverts to former days — 
To winding burns, and heathery braes, 

The banks of clear Loch Glow. 
Still to my heart these scenes will chng 
Unheeded, then, in life's gay spring 
When Fancy waved her careless wing, 

Unchilled by grief or woe. 

When on these youthful scenes I gaze. 
What power can from my heart erase 
Remembrances of earlier days, 

When youth was in her prime ? 
Even scenes that passed but yesterday — 
The bright, the cheerful, or the gay, 
From memory's page may fade away. 
Yet leave the sympathetic ray. 

That binds me to langsyne. 
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The VUloB. 

Behold that form approaching nigh, 

Hov wan his looks appear; 
The gleam which lights his hollow eye - 

Hath import sad and drear. 
Tis Want, who glideth to and fro 

(A shrivell'd, wasted form) ; 
Unwelcome harbinger of woe 

Still com'st thou with the storm ! 

Whene'er thy shrivell'd form is seen 

We shrink from thee with fear. 
Where'er thy dreaded step hath been 

Then Sorrow's wail we hear; 
And countless are the victims now 

Who tremble neath thy sway, 
Whose careworn eye and anxious brow 

Their hidden griefs display. 

But yet, where'er thy footsteps glide 

(Grim herald of despair), 
In shadowy semblance at thy side, 

See i'ity lingering there. 
She quits her peaceful haunts unsought, 

Our saddest hours to share; 
She strives to calm each troubled thought 

And soothe the brow of Care 

She speaks with thrilling accents deep, 

Subdues the stifling sigh ; 
See where Misfortune's children weep, 

With sad, dejected eye. 
Struck by Affliction's hand severe, 

To lingering cares a prey. 
They gaze with dim, foreboding fear 

Along life's rugged way. 

If, haply, e'er in grief ye knelt, 

Where, faint and prostrate lay 
Some heart-loved form, how keen ye felt 

To mark life ebb away. 
'Twist doubt and fear Hope intervenes, 

Departs, comes not again ; 
The world, with all its saddening scenes, 

Hath none so fraught with pain. 



n,g,i,..a by Google 



( "6 ) 

Then doubting Fear o'er Hope prevails, 

AU dark life's prospects Seem; 
While keen regret the heart assails. 

And Sorrow reigns supreme. 
In friendship's guise, when Hope had fled, 

I strove with aim sincere 
To soothe the heart that inly bled, 

Assuage the sorrowing tear. 

There be, who oft assume the guise 

Misfortune's children wear, 
Plead with those sad, beseeching eyes 

That presage lone despair. 
For them, I plead not ; it were vain 

To soothe assumed distress, 
Vet know how soon their tears again 

Will feignfed griefs express. 

Then ye, who chilling want ne'er knew, 

Unstinted aid bestow, 
Pale Worth shrinks trembling from your view 

To squalid scenes of woe. 
There weeps he oft in anguish keen. 

Makes not his sorrows known, 
But bears Affliction's hand unseen, 

Uncared for, and alone. 

While Pity spake— moved by her voice, 

Hope came with kindling eye ; 
She bade their drooping hearts rejoice, 

A brighter hour was nigh. 
When Want, the smiling sisters viewed. 

He sought not to remain. 
But fled in haste, dismayed, subdued. 

To his bleak haunts again. 
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The Emblem of RuMia. 

Has the Polar Bear woke from his long winter sleep? 

By hunger compelled to abandon his lair? 
With his slow, stealthy pace from his den sec him creep, 

The emblem of Russia, the grim Polar Bear. 

The emblem's well-chosen, his bounds lei us trace, 

From the Euxcine's dark wave to the Arctic's bleak shore 

His empire extends— gained by deeds that disgrace 
And darken his records — yet, thirsting for more. 

Where is Poland ? Ask, where is that heroic band ? 

The emblem of all that was noble and brave. 
Torn, crushed, and dispersed by the tyrant's red iKind ; 

If they live. It is only as vassal or slave. 

Their name as a nation, their language, is gone ; 

Nothing left that the tyrant by force could efface. 
The wilds of Siberia echo their moan; 

Ah ! Siid was ihe fate of the brave Polish race. 

And Hungary, too, who so gallantly fought 

Till the Austrian legions recoiled from the war 

And fled panic-striken; what power was then brought 
To succour their despot ? The hordes of the Czar. 

And yet, not content with the spoils he hath made. 
His boundless ambition has burst forth anew ; 

And the lust of dominion again is displayed, 

His motto is "conquer," "enslave," or "subdue." 

Have no faith in the Turk, his doom it is sealed. 
Let him pack o'er the Bosphorus baggage and all; 

Stern fate will compel him his sceptre to yield, 

But what power shall we get on his throne to instal? 

Not Russia, surely. Go seek far or near, 
A power more unfitted to rule you can't find ; 

Glance back on her history, trace her career, 
The chains forged by the Turk still more closely would bind. 

Gigantic Usurper ! the day will yet come 

When the ijanner of freedom triumphant shall wave. 

When oppressors of nations shall meet their just doom, 
And the world shall forget the base name of a slave. 
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"Oor Dancing Days are dune." 

A New Song. 

When lichtsome youth has ta'en guid-bye, 

When bluid nets cauld and thin, 
Then senseless birkies sneer and cry 

" Your dancin' days are dune." 
When Memory turns to earlier days, 

Reviewing Life's career, 
We're thankfu' 'midst Time's changing ways, 

Content still finds us here. 

Cliorus — Your dancin' days are dune, guidmar 
Your dancin' days are dune, 
In pompous phrase, oor Willie says, 
" Yout dancin' days are dune " 

Nae mair wi' head as licht, or heel. 

We'll hear the fiddler's tune, 
Nor join the bauld strathspey or reel, 

Your dancin' days are dune. 
For dancin' is an unseen snare, 

Just look at Willie Clark, 
Or Ayshire Nanny and some mair, 

What tried it in their sark. 



The Stirling Burghs Tory Candidate. 

That night, all in dread of defeat, they assembled 
With less of their swaggering bluster and brag; 

Looked askance on their chief and instinctively irenibled. 
With the flush on their cheek quite as blue as their dag. 

All were hopeless and sad ; 'twas a scene of dejection ; 

Silence reigned in their camp — not a whisper was there; 
Their courage had fled, while each keen recollection 

Was silently whetting the shafts of despair. 
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'Tis all up wi' " Dizzy," his forces are routed, 

From the right to the left, they will have to exchange ; 

Eat the leek, too, like Pistol, and, while they're about it, 
Declare with that hero they shall have their revenge. 

All honour to Campbell for freedom contending. 
Undaunted he fights, asks not quarter or truce; 

Let our success be crowned by triumphantly sendirig, 
To strengthen our ranks, a descendant of Bruce. 



The Younsr Buccleuch. 

Song. 
Tune—" Theft's nae luck about the house," 

There's nae luck about the shire ; 

For that, wha is to blame? 
Tis they wha winna tell the sire 

Tae tak' his laddie hame. 

Not long shall he be oor M.P., 

The title he must yield, 
A man o' mark we sune shall ha'e, 

Noo Gladstone's ta'en the field. 
A statesman bright, a patriot true, 

Nae blot his honour stains. 
He dares to meet the young Buccleuch 

Within his ain domains. 

Chorus — There's nae luck, &c. 

What though the Duke may rule the shire 

Frae Esk unto the Tweed, 
Where mony a doughty knight an' squire 

Still serve him at his need; 
But knight an' squire will st^ve in vain, 

If Justice shuns their cause, 
Dalkeith will ne'er be heard again 

Within St Stephen's wa's. 

Chorus — There's nae luck, tec 
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He mak's nae there that muckle din, 

His voice we seldom hear; 
If eloquence is deemed a sin, 

O' that his lordship's clear. 
Could he not sylvan sports pursue? 

In Lincoln Green appear. 
And emulate the " Bold Buccleuch," 

Stout hand al slaying deer.* 

Chorus — There's nae luck, &c. 

The age of chivalry is gone, 

Let maidens weep the while, 
Bright eyes that would on knights have shone. 

On churls are fain tae smile. 
Then feats .of arms he might renew. 

Appear Che champion bold. 
And show them what his sires could do 

In the brave days of old. 

Chorus — There's nae luck, &c. 

Let lackeys fawn tae gain a place, 

Let Tories quaff their beer 
And tell aloud how oft his Grace 

Regales them with good cheer. 
We'll strive with eager aim the while, 

That victory may ensue. 
And spurn recourse tae fraud or guile 

Tae oust the young Buccleuch. 

t-'A^rtfi— There's nae luck, &c. 
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Farewell. 

AdieQ ! adieu ! thy sighs forbear. 

Nor shed those heart-wrung tears for me ; 
Augment not now the grief I share, 

When sorrowing thus I part from thee. 
With pain I mark the tear-drops flow, 

And dim with grief those eyes of thine; 
While to each sigh that breathes thy woe. 

Responsive beats this heart of mine. 

But let not sorrow cloud thy brow, 

Nor ling'ring doubt with thee remain ; 
Though grief awaits out patting now. 

In happier hours we'll meet again. 
Though dangers oft may near thee be, 

In many a form unseen to view, 
Hope whispers "Thou will pass them by," 

And cheers me in this sad adieu. 

And whil'st my faltering lips attest 

How keen the patting hour I feel ; 
There h'ngers not within my breast 

.^ught that I would from thee conceal. 
Adieu ! where'er my footsteps stray, 

My wakeful thoughts on thee shall dwell ; 
Unchanging, longing for the day, 

We meet to bid no more farewell. 
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Homeward Bound. 

A good ship left a Somhern strand 

]n full and in flowing sail. 
And hearts that had sighed for their native land 

Rejoiced in the rising gale; 
And onward she pressed o'er the ocean's breast, 

And the angry storm did brave, 
And she held on her way, through the blinding spray, 

O'er the cresi of the foaming wave. 

To their home in the South they sighed an adieu, 

Still their eye sought that dim rocky shore, 
And their heart still clung to those friends that they knew 

And loved, but wguld meet with no more. 
And they waved from the deck iheir last farewell, 

While their eyes spake ihe depth of their woe; 
Mute emblems of grief were the tears which fell 

Unseen on the waters below. 

Life runs like a stream whose waves, whilst they flow, 

Seem chequered with hope and dismay, 
Advancing, retreating, they rush to and fro, 

Still chasing each other away. 
As the glance of the sun breaks the sky lowering gloom, 

And the threat'ning cloud disappears, 
So though grief's wasting pangs the heart may consume 

Hope dawneth and quencheth our tears. 

Soon the bright ray of hope awakened the smile 

Of joy, which surmounted their care 
When their thoughts fondly dwelt on their own native isle 

And the friends who awaited them there. 
And swift on her course through the water she clove 

With motion as graceful and free 
As the sea-bird which followed her track o'er the wave, 

And whose home is the still changing sea. 

And impelled by the breeze still onward she flew 

O'er the breast of the wide-spreading main, 
Whose waters lay tinged with the sky's deepest blue, 

Reflecting her glances again. 
And her sails rustled loud, while the wind whistled free, 

And the voice ot their mirlh did prolong, 
And the waves, as if wishing to share in their glee. 

Seemed to echo the sound of their song. 



n,g,i,..a by Google 



( "3 ) 

Oh ! fleet is the falcon on eager wing 

As she speeds on her daring career, 
And fleet from the sh'p does the staghound spring 

On the track of the bounding deer. 
And fleet went their ship through the surging foam 

As if spurning a moment's delay, 
The close of each day found them nearer their home, 

And lightly the time sped away. 

But the sea fell calm, and the gale blew soft, 

The ripple on the wave ceased to play; 
No longer the breeze their canvas aloft, 

And 'midst sil.-nce unbroken she lay. 
With the clouds floating high in the azure slty. 

The sun overhead shining clear, 
Her drooping sale untouched by the gale 

Of the Southern Hemisphere. 

Not a whisper arose the stillness to break, 

And hushed .seemed the ocean asleep, 
And smooth as the face of an ice-covered lake 

Lay the motionless breast of the deep. 
Suspense and dismay o'er their mirth did prevail. 

How they longed for the breeze now in vain; 
One touch of the gale to rustle her sail 

And send her careering again. 
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